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D'EDICATION, 


To ilka lovely Burrrom lass, AF: 2 
Frac Ladies CHarLoTTE, Ax NI, and Juang © 

Down to ilk bonoy ſinging Bzss, 
Wha dances barefoot on the green. 


DzAR LassSEs, 


OUR moſt humble flave 
Wha ne'er to ſerve you ſhall decline, 
Kneeling, wad your acceptance crave, 
W 


Then take it kindly to your care, 
| Revive it with your tunefu” notes: 


bi | Its beauties will look ſweet and fair, 
. 42 „ 


The vantoms wee thing will rejoice, 
Whew tented by a ſparkling tie, 
The fpinet tinkling with ker voice, 
It lying on her lovely knee. 


While kettles dringe on ingles dour, a 
Or claſhes ſtay the hazy laſs; 

Thir ſangs may ward ye frac the ſour, 
And gayly vacant minutes paſs. 


Een while the tea's fill'd reeking round, 


$ | Rather than plot a tender tongue, 
| Treat a“ he circling lugs wi? found, 
Syne ſafely lip when ye ** 
May happineſs had up 3 hearts, „ 
And 228 lang with loving ln? "is 2 .* N 


ED1NBURGH, Jan. 1. 
1724. 
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Krnovch it be acknowledged, that 
our ScoTs tunes have not lengthened 


þ Variety of muſic, yet they have an agreeable gaiety 


Tand natural ſweetneſs, that make them accep- 
” table wherever they are known, not only among 
© ourſelves, but in ether countries. They are, for 
B.. mo#ſt part, ſo chearful, that, on hearing them 
played or ſung, we find a difficulty of keep- 
ourſelves from dancing. What further adds 


4 be eſteem we have for them, is their antiquity, 


ad their being univerſally kuown. Mankind's 
love for — would appear to contradict this 


son; z but will not, when we confider, that for 


e that can tolerably entertain with vocal or in- 
cumental muſic, there are fifty that content 
hemſclves with the pleaſure of bearing, and fing- 
out the trouble of being taught. Now, 


Sch arc not judges of the fine flouriſhes of new 


1 


iported from Hay and elſewhere, yet 


DS vid plexfure to runes that they know, 

__ the chorus. Say that our 
s only an harmonious ſpeaking of merry, 
—, or foft thoughts, after the poet has dreſſed 
88. or ſive ſtanzas; yet undoubtedly 
mag reliſh beſt with people who have not 
"= much of their time in acquiring a taſte 
for tha! downright perfect muſic, which requires 
5 er n little of the poet's — 


about thirty more ere done by 
ingenious young gentlemen, who were ſo 


pled vi oy inn: wa 


1 5 - N ay _—_” 


PREFACE. 


nerouſly lent me their aſſiſtance z and to them ah 
lovers of ſenſe and muſic are for ſoine of 
the beſt ſongs in the Collection- The reſt we | 
fuch old verſes as have been done time out of 
mind, and only wanted to be cleared from the” = 
drots of blunderiag tranſcribers and printersz Þ 
ſuch as, The Caberiunzieman, Muir land Willie, &&. 
that claim their place in our collection for weir 
merry images of the low character. | 


Tars eighteenth VI in 2 . "= 
the general demand for the book by perſons of o 
all ranks, vhere He r our language is under- 
ſtood, is a ſure evidence of its being acceptable, 
My worthy friend Dr. Bannerman tells me from * 


America, L. 4 
; 5 ; 4 8 
Nor only do your lays o'er Britain flow, E.. 4 


Round all the globe your happy ſonnets go z 
Here thy ſoft verſe, made to a Scottiſh air, 
Is often ſung by our Virgin/an fair. == 

_ Camilla's warbling notes are heard no more, 
But yield to Laſt time I came oer the m] 
Hydaſpes and Rinaldo both give way _—_ 
To Mary Scott, Twerdfide, and Mary Gray., 4 1 


In ꝗK— and collections, F have 9 
out all ſmut and ribaldry, that the modeſt Sμ 
and ear of the fair finger might meet with mo 2 
front; the chief bent of all my ſtudies * 
gain their good graces; and it ſhall always be my 
care to ward off thoſe frowns that would mn E be 
mortal to my muſe. ' 8 IS A 4 
— £ | = 
Now, little book, go your Ways ; be allah 1 4 
the ſun _ C 


Horace. when old 
and ruificd, like you to be again reprinted, what 
e curious would I 

__ time after a thoutand editions ! Hap 
you are ſecure ; but I muft Yield 5 
the ladies, and take care of my fame. 


— 
rn file tre“ hte; and when for rhyme renown'd, 


dnp nA 
_” And feep beneath a flow'ry turf full ſound, 


on the utmoſt 
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Beginning 1 
| 2 1 5 


The Souce marked ©, D, H, L, M, O, &: 
— ; X,the = 


A lovely afore; thon joy, Be." 

A laſs to a friar came 
Ah, Chloris, cou'd 1 now but fit 
As from a rock paſt all relief | 
Avid Rob Morris that wins in you glen 
And I'll o'er the moor to Maggy | 
a) thoſe to view the plain 
Ah! = tears in Nelly a eyes 
Ah! the ſhepherd's mourntul fate 
4s 1 wank Roth. ne the 6 

wt my native green 
Tweedlide ph — 


A | came in by Teriet 
At ering day a6 ng worn . 
Micke downs the de was moor'® - 


Alexis ſhnn'd bis fellow is 3 85 


Come, wo, let's walk by yoader ſpring 
ts GEE I. WS WY 


iy tw ES 

# Dear Roger, if your Jenny geek 

N Duty and part of of reaſon 

beſide a clear ſtream 
Do not ask me, charming Phillis 
Diogenes ſurly and proud 
Did ever ſwain a nymph adore 

> Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 


* 


F. 
Py let us a' to the bridal 
Farew:il to Lochaber, and fareweil, my Jean = 
For the ſake of ſomebody : 
Fair, ſweet, and youag, receive a prize | 
Fair Iris and her ſwain 
Fie! Liza, ſcorn the little arts 
Farewell my bonny, witty, pretty Maggy 
From both bo hank where ſleeps the god of FS 
— reitraint 
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Gin ye meet a bonny laſſi: 
Gi e me a laſs wi' a lump of land 
Gently touch the waibling by 
Gently ſtir and blow the fire 


H. 
How ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain 
Hearken, and I will tell you how 
1 Haw n 
; Happy 's the love which meets teturn 
| Have you any pots or pans 
Honeſt man, John Ochiltree 
How happy is the rural clown 
How ſhall 1 be fad when a huſband I ha'e 
po, E er 
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tn happy ate we 
K a health to the 
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33 * green purſe and a wi pickle gowd " of 
I 6. Jecky fo, Jenn = fair | , | 201 1 
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1N DE X. 


L. +. 0 
Let's be jovial, gell our glaſſes | - "= ö 
Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles | 17 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty 27 
Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 432 
Love's goddeſs in a myrile grove _- a= 
Love never more ſhall give me pain 8 
Late in an evening forth I went 
Let meaner beauties uſe their art _ ©. = 
Laſt Sunday at St. James's pray'rs . =. 
ib. 
72. 
3 


Love, theu art the beſt of human joys 
Let ſoldiers fight tor prey or praiſe 
Leave of your fooliſh prating 
Leander on the bay 
hon 


” + f 
3 N. 


M. 
My Jocky blyth for what thou haſt dee 
My mither's ay o'er me | 
My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 
r 2 
March, march 
My Patie is a lover gay 
My Jeaay and I have toil'd 
My ſodger l. ddie 
My Peggie is a young thing | 
My days have been ſo wondrous free 
Maiden ſreſh as a roſe 
My friend and 1 | 
My Chloe, why do ye fight me 
My dear miſtreſs has a heart 
My deareſt maid, figce you defire _ 
2 


mend to the pid end n * SY 
Now wat ye wha l met yeſtreen 2; 6 
, Now the fun's gane out o' fight 8 | 


, Now Phocbus advances on high 
N 
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Now all thy virgin ſweets are mine 
Now from ruſticity and love 
Now God be wr' old Symon 
0. 
© lovely maid ! how d ear 's thy power 14 
Oel, thy looks have kill'd my heart 30 
22 uy leaves thes thy Nelly to monrn 43 
Belly Bell and Mary Gray $2 
O race divine thou nceds muſt be 66 
- © Mary, thy graces and glances 8 
4 1 O ſteer her up and had her gawn a 91 | 
1 _ Qanather dear, gin to fear 121 
nd. birds whoſe tuaeſul throats 122 
—— 1 beard Mary ay 124 
| „ | 146 
| 147 
* © wha that at wy chamber-door 149 
- Over the mountains 158 
tl , waly up the bank | 195 
tind we cauna tell 215 
* 4 _ ling = 
e e's begui 225 
3 e girls that are ſo ſmart 261 
bose, 3 — 263 
. bank beſide a willow 271 
$+ lead me to ſome peaceful gloom 282 
F lead me to forme peaceful room id. 
M0 all comforts I miſcarricd 291 
e charming month of May 295 


Ons evening 2s I lay | 301 
E. One long & hotfun * day | 304 
aer morn, when from the ſea 306 


q FO a bk of flosers 323 

'Y Out bappy, happy grove 325 

oda Ettrick banks in a focomer's night 327 

_ Of Lifter, fam'd tor maidens fair 348 
A the girls in vr wen 370 | 
Old Chiron Arkaner. Achilles 383 
_———— _ 
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Pain'd with her fl ghting Jamie's love 
Peggy, now the king's come 
Pious Selinda goes to prayers 
Pray now, John, ler Jug prevail 


Pretty parrot, ſay, when | was away +» 
Phillis, the faireſt of love's foes 


R. 
Return haemward, my heart again 
] Rob's Jock came to woo our Jenny 
5 Remember, Damon, you did tell 


| S. 
Subjefted to the power of love 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
Sweet Sir, for your courteſie 
Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay 
Somnalente 


Since all thy vows, falſe maid 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles | 
Sound, found the muſic, found it 
Speak on — ſpeak thus, and till my grief 
Stately Rept he eaſt the wa 
Send home my long ſtray'd eyes to me 
5 Sweet are the charms of her i love 
| Stella and Flavia every hour 
See, fee, ſhe wakes. Sabina wakes 
See, ſee. my Seraphina comes | 
Since times are fo bad, I muſt ell thee, &c. 
See, Sirs, fee here ! a doQtor rare j 
Selinda's fare the brighteſt taing 
Some fay, women ar- like the ſea a 
j Sweet Nelly, my heact's delight ; 


, . 


The” beauty, like the roſe. 
Tesch me, Chloe, how to prove 


Fa» * 1% 9” 
r 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 
"Fell me, Hamilla, tell me why 

Tell me, tell me, charming creature 
*T'was ſummer, and the day was fair 
The laſt time | came o'er the moor 

be laſs of Peaty's mill 
Tho” for ſeven years and mair honour, . 

Tibby has a ſtore of charms 

The pawky auld carle cam o'er the lee 

The lawland lads think they are Hue 

The collier has a daughter 

This is not mine ain houſe 

The maltman comes on Munday 

E was a wife won d in yon glen 

_ - ſhepherd Adonis 

_ The carte be came o'er the craft 

. by _ The might her ſilent ſable wore 

Twas at the feariv] midnight hour 

The fun was funk beneath the bill 

. The morn was fair, ſaft was the air 

The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 


A i” The lawland maids gang trig and fine 

_ rener 150 
nes bair'd laddie fat down on yen brae 208 
has let vs Rudy night and day 


OS - * "Sy 
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The dorty will repens 

"The laird who in riches and honour 
"The benny grey ey d morn begins to peep 
© "Tem years, hke Troy, my ſtubborn heart 


- "Twas at the ſhining 224.57 — 
There was anes a May, and ſhe loo'd na men 
Tarry woa, woo 
* 


_w Tre Fanny fair could 1. — 


Wbat beauties does Flora dilcloſe 
When we meet again, Phely 2p 
When flow'ry . the year n 10 


Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow vn. 
While fops in ſaft Italian verſe 21 
When we came to London toon 29 


When Phoebus bright the aztee skies 
Willy was a wanton wag 


Were I aſſur d you'd conſtant prove 


11 . w= WOT. 


a os 


"1 Wd = X. 


The gyplies came to our good lord's gate 3 


"Tis wine that clears the un | 398 

6 2”; x». *% 
W | 

Vyow «fair morning for folk excretion 100 
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When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown - 31 
While ſome tor pleaſure pawn their health as IJ 
What means this nicegeſs now of tate 28 = 


Where wad danny Annie lie 2 


Will ye go to the ew bughts, Marion. 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 
When I think on my lad 
When abſent from the nymph | love 
With tuneful pipe and hearty glee 
When ſummer comes, the ſwaius on Tweed 


we 
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When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green 


Well, 1 agree, you're fure of me — A AY 
When hope was quite ſugk in deſpaic _ 231 
Whillt l fondly view my charmer | 251 


* 


Whilk I gaze on Chloe trembling 1 f 
Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years 79 8 


WET Ie highlands and y< lawlands 


' Why ſhould a fooliſh marriage vow 
 Weall to ing beauty bow 
2 rare, and * fair 


* Wesen was Damon then ſou bleſs'd 
= Ye gods! was Strephon's picture bleſs d 
ER ä 
e watchful 


complain 
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Bonny Curxis TY. 


OW fweetly ſmells the ſimmer M: 
Painting and order pleaſe our 
And claret makes 
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| to doubt her ; 
minute 


T wiſh this may na be a dream; 
d O love the maiſt forprifing ! 

oF Time was too precious now for tauk ; 

This point of a his wiſhes 


2 j , „ - 


| thus I languiſh, 
Wes Alas! ſhe ner believes me. 
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If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, W nt 5 

She looks as ne er acquainted. EIN - I 
The bonny buſh blom's fair in May, 
Its ſweets Ill ay remember; : 
But now her frowns make it decay, r = 

It fades as in December. 
Ye rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 

Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? | 
Oh ! make her partner in my pains, "a 


If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender. 
I'il leave the buſh aboon Traguair, 

To lonely wilds F'll wander. 


An ODE. 
To the tune of, Potwarth on the Green. 
HO” beauty, like the roſe, 


* 
* 


renn 


t beauties does Fore diſcloſe? 
1 How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 
1 | Vet Mary's fill fwecter than thoſe; 

3 . — 

, nor ſweet-bluſhing 

reer. 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 

1 


| Y . Bi linnet, the lark, and the thruſk, 
4 With muſic inchant ev'ry buſh. 
| =. Come, e. 
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Does Mary not tend a few ſhe-p? 
q ſhe lies aſleep ? 


| . ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
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or CHOICE SONGS. 


Say, charmer; where do thy flocks firay ? —_— 
Oh! Tell me at noou where they feed; | 
' Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed? 
$ O N G. 


To the tune of, Wo's my heart that we ſhould funder.. 
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ST A COLLECTION 
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-ET's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think, 
the warld is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe ate ſway'd by chink. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. | 


i "Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſvare, 
rr. 
Fa, l. ra, &c. 
2 
# Come let us faddle all our noſes, 


MurzLanD Willis. 


Earken and | will tell you how 
Muirland W:/l;e came to woo, 


With a fat, dat, &c. 


' Beſides, I had frac the 


N Wy * 
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or CHOICE 0 . 


But ay he cries, whate'er bete, | "IT 
Pic hae her to be my bride, | We” 


On his gray yad as he did ride, 

With luck and piſtol by his fide, 

He prick'd her on wi” meikle pride, 
wWi' meikle mirth and glee. 

Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er you muir, 

Till he came to her dady's door, 

With a ſal, dal, &c. 


I — nd Le : 
I'm come your 8 to win, 
I care no for making mickle din, 
What anſwer gie ye me? 
Now, wooer, quoth he, won'd ye light down, 
Il gi'e ye my doughter's love to win, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what town? Sans 
ang. : v 
On ficaladas ye. : 


- 
21 


A peat pat, and a re 
— — 


The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a” — 
I wat on Dim ſhe did na gloom, = 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
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The lover he fiended vp in haſte, 
e 


Y 3 8 maid, I'm come here, 
I young, 'e enough of ; 
— > por poll ants 

B -  TFroth try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat in his chow, 
; \ He dighted his gab, and he pri'd her mou', 
- With a fah, dal, Ke. 


© The maiden bluſh'd, and bing'd fu law, 
| But to her dady ſhe left it a, 

4 As they twa cou'd agree. | * 

The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, | 

With a ſal, dal, &c. 


+ Your doughter wad na ſay me na, 

Nut to yourſell ſhe has left as”, 

As wecou'd 'gree between us twa; 

7 Say what'll ye gie me wi her? f 
n, wooer, quo he, I ha'e nae meikle, 


E 1 


. 
by fic's I ha'e, ye” i a 
. Ne, ye's get a pickle, . 
__ © : 
4 3 is 4 1 
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Meſs 7obn ty d up the marriage bands, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


And our bride's maidens were na few, 
Wi tap-knots, lag-knots, a in blew, - 
Frae tap to tac they were braw new, 
Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 
They in our ladſes een, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Sic hirdum, dirdum, and fic din, 

Wi*he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 

Wi meikle mirth and glee. 

And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their wames together met, 

With a fal, dal, &c. 


m FOE. 


Tue Przomts'd Jor. 


Our odds will all be eu, Phely. 
When wwe meet again, Phely, Ge. 


Now in dreary diſtant groves, 
Tho we moan like turtle doves, 
Suff ring beſt our virtue proves, 15 

And Will enbanee our loves, Phely, - © 


| For hope becomes the wile, Phely, 

18 — 
= Raptures will reward our pain, ap ; 

3 A And loſs reſult is goin, Phely. M. 


To . on bor” drawing * b 
Valentine. 

To the tune of, Black-ey'd Suſar. 

WE powers! was Dames: then fo bleſs'd, 

"® Tofallto ing Delia's ſhare; 

Delia, the beateous maid, poſſeſs d 

. Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair ? 

Mere ceaſe thy „O indulgent bea 'n, 

3 ; —— thr my wiſh is giv'n. 

©, came, and Deli« ſmiling ſhow's, .. 

= She ſmil'd, and ſhow's the happy name; 

With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 
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1 felt and bieſ d the new born - flame. 
May ſofteſt 


pleaſures careleſs round her move, 
TY all her nights be joy, and day: be love. 
* 


” 
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F . the thought is ecliafy, 
3 R. 
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I : "ij ; The ons UL sara. 
To the tune of, Auld lang pre. 


flow'ry meadows deck the year, 
-+ 


ht. * 
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1 
To be as falſe as fair. 
What can my fatal paſſion eure? 
I'll never woo again; ; 
All her diſdain i muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 


What piry ris to hear the boy | 
Thus fighing with his pain! 
But time and ſcorn may give him joy. 


To Mn S.H. on hr wing footing Ml 
I faid. / 


| Toad Haltiw e's. 
Ween none, 
beauteous heav n ere while ſerei 
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He ſkipt the burn, and flew to me: 

I met him with good · will. 

O the broom, 2 
The broom of Cowdenknows; 

Iuiſh I were with my dear fwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While bis flock near me lay : 

He d in my ſheep at night, 
2 ” the day. 

O the broom, &c. | 

He tun aba pipe and reed fae fweet, - 

The burds ſtood lift ning | ö 

Ex 'n the dull cattle ſtood ad gaz'd, 9 
Charm d with his melody. , 5 

O the broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play; 8 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, | 
Tho' ne er fac rich and gay. 
O the broom, &c. 


Hard fate that I ſhov'd banilh'd be, 


Whate'er he afk'd of me ? 
O the broom, &c. _ 


My doggie, and my little kit - - 
That held my wee ſoup whey, —_— 

My ploidy, bouguls, and crncked ck, WINE = 
May now lie 

0 the broom, &c. 


7 7 


* 4 CoLLtcrrION 


S.R. 


To CRI O k. 


To the tune of, I'wſh my love were is « mire. 


Lovely maid! how dear 2 
At once | love, + leaks 


Poor as itt is, _ 
Was never in another's pow'r, 
- Was never pierc d by love before. 
e wp ay or 
3 2 —— — — 
© INS HG or meg cam move. 
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Upon hearing his «ab in _ 


mag The fourteen o . 


= 3 


4 


Ve 
| 2 Sn 
More 
ne 
Tl. thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
—— og delign'd? _ | 
For Strephon's charming maid | 
Didũ thou prefer his wano'ring ſhade ? = Y 

A DIR 
Lodged ſo near my Chlce's heart, "4 


improve, | 
Ungrateful thing it ſcorns b. 5 1 


1 cannot blame thee: Were I lord — 
Od all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford * 


I'd be a miſer too, nor 5 * 2 4 


Oh ſmile 


Teton oz + ans RENE 

Thou cankifurpaks the painters art, 8 n \ 4 98 

And real warmth and flames R 

But oh! it ne'er ean love like . 

ME... . n 
n * thou cankt love, 3 


and make me bleſs'd. 


% 1 a 


as 
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+ Sons fora BA RNADE. 
© »Tothe tune of, The Broom of Comdenknows. 
T Each me CIlac, how to prove 


My boaſted flame ſincere: 
bard to tell how dear | love, 
| And hard to hide wy care. 


5 Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 
3 To bribe my foul to reſt, 

Vain'y ſpreads her filken arms, 
- And courts me to her breaſt. 


1 2 

_ I Cc is not there? 
Feral no peace his boſom knows, 
13 When abient from the fair. 
What tho Phebus from on high 
Tie eye en well his light ſupply, 
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Love is the cauſe of my mourning. 

Y a murmuring fiream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 

= £3 Befokind, ofen Leia beard herfay, 
erben I die, if he paſſes this way, 
_ nd ibat hoe is the cauſe of my mourning. 

= — Youdeceiveme, for Str:phon's cold heart never warms; 
3 me this Streplun, let me die in his arms, 
os ! the cauſe of my mourniz 
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| To Mrs A. H. on ſecing her at a chat 
To the tune of, The bonnieff laſs in «* the werld. 


heavenly charmer ; | "2 


- .,, And let my torments move thee; —_ Ro 
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The Boxxy Scor. 


* | | 
Lad pleaſe the n 


oo * 8 


or enolen 0 * 


1 . Do 
= a * 


Sconxnz yu? non „ 
To its own tune. „ oO OO 


Ancy's to the green woed gane, 
To hear the . 

n 5 | 

ring: bus "all 

But a > Gar he end mee. EE 
She geck' d and ſeorned at him; 

And ay when he began to woo, 

She bid him mind wha gat him. 


I —_O_t— 


My minny 
r 
ranty-'anty = 
whh beg TE * „ 
With chapped ftocks fon büter d well; | * OY 


And was not that right Gaanty & — 


Wad ye ha'e bonny Nancy? 
Wad ye compare ye'r fell to me, 
A decken till a tanſie? 
I have a wooer of my ain, 
\_ They cx him fouple Sands, 
And well I wat his bonny mou” 


bs feet like fugar-candy. 


1 Wow, Nancy, what needs a. this dn! 
n 


* oY COLLECTION, 
an 


„ 
It is baith ſtout and 

And if can but get it drawn 

* _ Which will be 


I few he diſna fear ye: 
—— pt and ſae nae mair, 
. - Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy ; 
— Sandy's to the fore, | 
9. 


” "I 


NM 8 The link wa het me be, 


be bas . 5 
1 good ny | 5 = *g 
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My dadie's a delver of dikes, 
Ny ES. 
And 1 am a fine fodgel laſs, 
And the filler comes linkin in. 
The filler comes in, 
And it is fou fair to 
fiſty times wow! O wow! 
W hat ails the lads at me? 
Whenever our Baty does bark, 
3 the door 1] rin, 
ony young ſpark 
2 
But never 2 — 4 


Tho” mony a ane b 
en 
And a weary wight am I. 


When 1 was ae wy firſt propere, 
I pray'd but anes i the year, 


1 wiſh'd for = hanſome young lad, 


And O! and whatll 1 do? 
That fic a braw lafke as 1 


Sbou d die for a wooer | trow. 


Lucty NancYy. 


22 To the tane ange 
N Hile fops, in ſaſt Italian verſe, 
Uk fair anco0ca „ 


With that fame beggar 1'd 
And 01 — —5 


or cnoret 80 8. * 


_ 


= _— 


— 


While fangs abound and ſenſe is ſcarce, 
4 Theſe lines I have indited : 8 
* But neither darts nor arrows here, 
Aud yet with theſe fine founds I ſwear, 
J was ay telling you, 
Lacky Nancy, lucky Nancy, | 
Huld ſprings wad ding the new, 
But ye wad never trow me. 


. 
* 


Nor ſnaw with erimſon will I mix, 
TDo ſpread upon my laflie's cheeks; 
. ;  - And ſyne th . name 
Ce, or Phillis. 

My hei 


LH + Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair 
Thy ruakled checks and lyart hair, 
= 12 3 air, 
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Troth 1 have ſung the lang 19 you, 
Which ne'er anither bard wad do; 


CT 
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A SCOTS CanTaTa 1 
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— 2 in deſpair tone up this 6 


r 3 

That I'm deſpis'd by thee, * _ = 

I hate to live, but O Fa wae, = 
And unco ſweer to die. a 
1 thole by your diſdain; | 

Ah! ſhould a breaſt fac faft as yours 

Contain a heart of ftane? a 


Rreir ar z. 3 
Theſe tender nows did egg, 1. 
With melting heart ſhe lined rothe boyz ' 
O'ercome ſhe fmil'd, — e - 


0 


A a 2... 7 
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Hence frac my breaſt, 
My Jeany's wy Jeany's fair, | 
And a her fweets are mine. = 
O ſpread thine arms and gi'e me fowth 


8 * A thoufanl joys around thy mouth 


Gre heaven with ilk kifs. 


— 


_ * 


The TOAST. 
To the tune of, Sew ze my Peggy. 


N k % 
* 


Maceir's To enz. ; 


To its ain tune. 
HE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 


Wi ſwats drawn frac the bas. 
He firſt ſpeer d at the 
And fyne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad pi's a bit land, 
_ buckle us e en the gither. 
My doughter ye ſhall hae, 
11 gfe you ker by the hand 3 A 
But Ell part wi my 
Or I part wi my hand. * 
Your tocher it Al be good, 
There's nane fall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Crummie who kens her ſtake : 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They jet black o'er wi” flacs, 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither 
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- Your tocher's be ehough, 
W 
Toa good tilts to the pleugh, 

- And ye your fell mann ſteer: 
Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks 
That were ©' the tweel, 

| Sees to. dad ohe ors, 
The ither to had the meal : 
With an auld kit made of wands, 


The fadd'e's nane of my ain, 
An thae's but borrow'd boots, 


A bargain it mavn be, 
Fy cry on Giles the mither : 

* - Contentam1, quo' ſhe, 

Zen gar the hiffe come hither. 


* 


— * nr © ha * nd . 
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Lind no he came till her ; ot” . 
The fiddler crap in at the fit, | | 3 
men 2. 


5 a 
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Tothe tone of, . 


Eave kindred and friends, ſweet Fetty, 
Aſſur' d thy ſervant is 1 
To love, to honour, and thee, I 
The gifts of nature and fortune YN 
May fly by chance as they came; 1 
They've pe Ne b, 


o 
— 
* : 
» 
1 © ** 
121 


Nane _ 


Than moan aſunder, like doves. * 


Oh! were I but once fo bleſſed, 1 | 
$ To graſp my love in-my arms ! n 
| By thee to be graſp'd ! and kifed! _—_ 
And live on thy heaven of cha mz 
thera fo — 1 
fortune capricious prove ; ? | = 

Tho death ſhou'd tgar me to pieces, _ __ 6 
l. d die to love. „„ I a5 
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or CHOICE: 30 . "29>, 


But who can fand the force of love, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill ? 3-24 


Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 
And wound us with our will. 


—— happy fair, Kan 


— 


5s © N 6. 


Tune of, Logan water. 
Vitas hinnuleo me fimilis, Chloe. 
ELL me, Hamilla, tell me why 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
why an dh 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the fown, — 


Ceaſe then, dear ned esd to top, 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, | 
And grown mature, and ripe for joy, of 
Ls IS CY TRIS in. axis. W. 
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We daſtiy thought to row in roth, 
But for our daffin dear ; 
The lave will fare the war in trouth, 


For our lang biding here. 


And dainty ſtocks began to fa', 


1 2 , and : 2 "Wi 


— 4-5 — whtY 


1 The wha's will grip ye'r gear, | 
1 — 2 — | * « 
= *  Foraenr lang biding here. 


1 K at odd n. 


Har ME wiTH THY PETTICOAT. 


Bell, thy looks have kill d my heart, 

I paſs the day in pain, | 
When night returns, I feel the ſmart, 

And wiſh for thee in vain. . 1 


" 0 a * >! * 9 4 — 
* * * ” * , 


or CHOIcer 30 08 * 


Lovg IX vITIRe REASON. 
A SONG to the rune of, — Cham ma chattle, ne 


Upon a green meadow, 6r Laces 8 Wes, n | 


_ Ere Annie became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe ? 2 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu” fri, g ._ = 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy ajee ;— * 2 
O! as thaw art bonny, be faithfu” and canny,” 2 A 


And favour thy Jamie wha dotes upon the. * 4 


0! as thqu art boany, be 


prudent and canny, 
Ak! ſhou'd a new manto or Flanders lace bead, os * 'Þ 3 
K tho never ſue ſine, "i 7 

1 4 


_—_ * 
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01 e 
Aud tent a true lover that dotes 


— 


| conſtant and canny b 
Love caly thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee, 


Ot think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour 

© That flade away faftly berwern thee and me,. 
& - Ere ſquirrels, gr beaus, or fopp'ry had power 

| + Forwal my love, and impoſe upon thee. 


_. a_ A. De 


PR | 9 "I, 


ml © ty by bY bad ond 


repent it 


To the tune of, Aly ageen, dawy.. 22 
H Chloe ! thou treaſure, thou joy of myhoeall, | 


— — 
The fields all around me are ſmuling and gay; 
But they ſmile all in vain——my Chloe's aways © 
The field and the can afford me no caſe, - 
1 


WA r 
In vain they attack me, and fparkle the e 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chee, I cry, 
Theſe looks where bright love, like the fun fits en- 
And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round (theon'd, _ 
"Twas thus 1 ficit view'd thee, wy charmer, amiaz'd,. 7 


| The en the dear fir ens was Bl tw gh 

was pleaſure » IT was night; 

ut mew ay hens free en CORE *.4 

— gs.. yow a prey to deſpair ; | 
Z 

I UE EOS 


= 


"__ FY 
- EIS 
FY 


34 + A COLLECTION 


$0 N G. 
To the tune of, 7 fx'd my fancy on her. 
DDr 


What heart is not 

A thouſand Cupid: on 4 
And in her eyes are 

She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; 

Por ſhe alone diſpenſes 

Such fweets as beſt can entertain 

JT 


Her face a proſpect brings. 
e 
I hear an angel when ſhe ſings. 
Aud taſte of heaven in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
—— —— > pew | 


And 1 ſhall die with pleaſure, | 


kat 9 a_—— „ _— - * 4 — 


bh. SY 6 
rome tune of, 1 he'd lou lady. 
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„ CHOICE SONGS. * 


ene ? 
Will my dear be fickle ſtill 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 

Let their ſlaves be what they will. 


Your nevle& with torment fills me, * 
And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe ; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a jover leſs. 
If your wand'ring heart is beating, 
For new lovers let it be : 
But when you have done 
Name a day, and fix on me. 


TAE REPLY, 


FN vain, fond youth ; thy tears give o'er ; 
What more, alas ! can Flavia do ? 

Thy truth 1 own, thy fate deplore : | 
All are not happy that are true. "OS. 


Supreſs thoſe fighs, and weep no mare; 
Should heaven and earth with thee combine, * 

Twere all in vain, fince any power, 
To crown thy love, mult alter mine. 


But if can eaſe thy pain, 
I' woch the ills I cannot cure; 


Tell that I drag a hoplefs chain, 
And all that I infli& endure. 


The Ros E in ARK 0 W. 


To the tune of, Mary Scor. 
Was ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Refolv'd a while to fly from care, 2 
— forgetting ſorrow, @— 8 
; W „ 


C 2 


. 
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I kept my heart, my own ſecure : n 
e 6 
And Mary's charms do now enflave me. 


Wi cruel love no bribe receive ? 

No ranſom take for Mory's fave? 
2 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 

No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Jarrow, 


=. T's Swell with her, and live on Tarrow. 


PA mara 1 ne'er ſhould gain, 
Contented till 11] wear my chain, 


The Fain PENITExN T. 
A SONG ——T' its ain tune. 


ces aa * — | | * ** | 
of y | 25 
, c , 
or CHOICE SONGS. 


I've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad that loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf 1 know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 
Then you to Rome for that maſt go, 
Their to ſuffer. 
Lake a day, Sir! if it muſt be fo, 


* 


The laſt time 1 came o'er the Moor, | 
HE laſt time I came Ger the moor, 
I left my love*behind me. 
8 Pf 


ae ae. as. Is 3 * | 
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Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, | 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
- Im profpett of fuck blies. 


In all my foul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter: 


3 Their waves the Air ſhall cover, 

2A On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
E  Belorelceaſe to love her. 

The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

and that my faith is firm and pure, 


— 2 


q 2 2 YZ — 2 . VET * TIP P N 9 N * — L 9 p 
1 * F 4 N f 4 * = \ * ** ta „ ns”) - 
* WY 4 X * . 4 a © ja 5 . 1 
b : : N Y 
* * f * 
— - © 
: * 
9 
= 
4 n F 
of - 
" ', * 


The lafs of Peaty's mill, « 
Shou'd ſhare the fame wi me. 


| + GREEN-SLEEVES _ 


watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 
Ot my dear Delia take a care, 
With all oben 4 
With honour, juſtice, love, and truth; 
Till I return her paſſions btb, 7 


| in a golden grave 


x 


& COLLECTION. 


"Tel her, for me ſhe 
was 
For me, who know how to be kind, 


= 5 mind, 


| Let all the world t 5 
n 
5 To pleaſe their vain ambition. 
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| 4 F and Fairies — danc'd around. 
x The ſhepherd thus wag, Tho young Mans be fair, 


— deware , 
Free 
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But Saſe was faithful, humour d, and free, 
And — 


Tb mamma's' fine daughter with all her 
Was — 1 — 


Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Jae his miſtreſs might ds. 


1 5 


— 


N ANN Y—0. 
W. 
Twirt Lais and the Bagnio, by 


queen 
None elſe ſhoald fit but Nanny O. 
How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely — O. 
1 gueſs what heaven is by her eyes, 
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Fo Ove's goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 

4 Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 
Nor let the | 
Far Feany's 


ſhaft at random rove, 
The ſmiling boy, with divine art, | 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow been, 1 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 
And kid the pride of bonny Jean. 


| Refuſes Willie's kind addreſs; ; 
© DFSut too much fondeſs to ſuppreſs. 

© — No morethe youth is fullen now, - 
eben the gayekt on the green, : 
© While ev'ry day be ſpies fome new =» 
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on 


Throw the Wood, Le.. 7 


Sandy, why leaves thou thy Neth to mourn? 

Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, | MW 
When naething-can pleaſe me: = 
Now dowie | 2 on the bank of the durn, *% B88 


— 

And primroſes ſpringing ; . if 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, ä 
2 —_— 


That 1 am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 1 
I'm faſh'd wr their ſcorning, | 33 
+] . Baith ev ning and morning ; Wo 
| 1 Er 1 
9 
1 quick as an arrow, | 
Haſte here to thy marrow, es 
Wha's in languor, till that happy day, 
When A” the _ haddie, 2 ** 


* 
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ener. 


n "Ip, 
Blyth Davie's bligks ber heart did move 
r | 

down' the burn, Davie, leve, 
1 fell fellow the. | 


5 n 4A'COLLECTION. 


Davie did each Jad ſurpaſs, 
kar Dok ax this dan de, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 
Her cheeks were roſy, red, and white, 
Her een were bonnoy blue; 
| "Hier looks were like Aurore bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


down buen they took their way, 
ket tender tales they Gig! 


yonder vale they lean'd them down; 
al 


2 


Employ'd the utmoſt of his art;— 
To make a beauty, ſhe. 


SONG. 


To the tune of, The yellow-hair'd laddic. 


r 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to ] 
| all your number a loves ſo true, (train: 
; 2 with tack Ib is dis view, 


She knows me ſincere, and ſhe fees how | pine; Y 
She does not diſdain me, nor fromn i ker wraths # 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. = 


She calls me her friend, but ber lover dens ee 1 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, — hs, 
A boſom fo flinty, fo gentle aq air | A 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deipair ! | * 


I fall at her feet, . 
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When foftly the telle me to hope no relief, 

My trembling lips bleſs ber in ſpne of my grief. 

Et 
up nm 3 

The fair fleeps in peace, l. 

And caly when dreaming imagine my wo. 

_ Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 

tor think he ſhov'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire; 


Huſh all thy complaining, and her ſlave, 
r —— 


. 


— — 


—  —__ 


» 0 


No. b en we a bomper, my jolly brave boys, 
Let's have no more female impert'nence and noiſe; 


| rern endearments and pleaſures of love, 
XP e 


W ben firſt of all Berry and | were 
' I whin's like a fool, ws + rope 
43 . "Bar 1 found ber religion, ber face, and her love, 


| Were hypecriþ, paint, und ſelf-intereſt, by Fove. 


Sweet Cecil with her 
8 


money together does beſt. 
——— 


by Fove. 


| 1 brave 
. | 
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1 know few of the ſex that are worthy my love ; 
Ln ——_— — 22 


Du nx ZA R TOA“ Dauns,. 


Unbarton 8 drums beat bonny — 0. 

When they mind me of my dear Jonny — ©. 

How happy am I, 

| When my foldier is by, 

While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Aste Of! 

Tu a foldier alone can delight me — O, 

For his „ 8 

While guarded in. his arms, 
Fil fear no war's alarms, | 

* 


My love is a handſome laddie — O, 

— but ne er foppiſh nor gaudy — O: ö 
Tho' commithons are dear, 1 
Yet Fl] buy bim one this year ; — 
For he ſhall ſerve no a cadie 0. ** 1 

v . 0 
—0. 
He minds no other thing 
But the ladies or the king; 2 
For every other care is But o. * 


Then I'll be the captain's lady — 0; 2 1 
W ne. = 
Ill wait no more at home, , 21 „ 

But I'll follow with the drum,” Ray Fol 4 
And whene'er that beats, ru be ready -o. nl "7 | 
Dumbarton's drurus ſound boany - . * 
e Mos, F< 3 " of 
ow happy ſhall I be, © 83 
— ron ſoldier's knee, 55] BY 
R And he k fe and dleſes dis Annie — 01 e 


-. MC tte 


9 


A 0 W ier ron 
# 


Welcome, my Vaio, e 
Thy arms about 


b mine; | 
R 
N n 


__ 


* 
1 


a. 


8 * 3 
= 


os, enojer ON C8 . 
mM E 


The Lats of Liviuosrem. | 


Ain d with ber flighting Jamie love, 
| 4 Bell dropt a tear—Bell dropt a tear; 
gods deſcended trom above, 
— r i rs. 0 


They heard the praiſes of the youth 
From her own tongue — from her own tongue, 2x 
Who now converted was to truth, E 


Bleſs'd e 

More frank and kind — more frank and lad. 
Did not their lov'd 2 5 _— 
Repenting now, ———— YL = 
Wou ' d he return — wou d he return, 
She nel er again wou'd give him care, 133 
Or cauſe him mourn — or cauſe ln mourn. 3 


Why lov'd I thee deſerving ſwain, . + 

Yet flill ſhame — yet ftill thought ſhame, * - I 
To own my flame — to own my flame? _—_— 
And ſeem too coy — and ſeem too coy? ? 
Which makes me now, alas! lament 


Kiy fighted joy — my lighted joy. 


Ye fair, r 
Own yane Sefire — own your | 
While love's young with his ſoſt w 
Fans up the fire — fans up the fire, 


crime, 
her 
wail'd 

mourner 

fair 

the 

Fey 


eyes. 
time, 
4 
— her 


— 4 
2 i to the grove 

him 

had 

7 


To ſigh, and ſacrifice their caſe, 


Doting on a proud beauty: .Y 
Such was my caſe for many a year, 


Bess T BELL and Many Gar. 


Bell and Mary Gray, - * 
They eder 
And theek d it o'er wi' raſhes. | 
Fair Beſ Bell 1 loo'd yeſtreen, 
| And theeght b ne'er could alters. 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


$s hair's like a lint-tap; 

es oe he» Mn. 
When” Pied, ftarts frac Thetir lap, | 

The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, faft is her hand, 

Her waſte and feet's fu' genty; . 
Wich ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow! they're dainty. 


| Mary's locks are like a craw, - | 

8 glances 

She's ay fac clean, redd up, and braw, = 
—— 


r 
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, 
7 


She . 
EIT 
O 7ove, the's like thy Pallas. 


Te unco fair oppreſs us; 
Dur fancies jee between you twa, 
Te are fic bonny laſſes: 
Wees me! for baith I canna get, 
x To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then Fil draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


mn Pll never leave thee. 


FONNT.. 
years and mair, honour ſhou d 


4 * , a fi > __ 5 A \ p 
4 * 4 8 9 a 5 "2% 
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2» X 
y . 7 5 > ""— . 
15 a 


oF En Ervin: SONGS. * 


F £ © © 7 
Then, * 1 frankly this wigute allow ye . 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me trow ye; 4 
And gin you prove fauſe, © ye'rſell ba r . de | 
Ye'll win but fma” honour to wrong a kind maiden. 4 
Reave me, reave me, heavens! it u me 9 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive . "= 
FONNT.. 
„ 
And fair ſummer mornĩngs nae mair appear.ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
e believe I'll betray yea, 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee; 
The ftarns ſhall gang witherſhines ere 1 Gesees thee.” 4 


as 
K 4 
"2 

bo . 

6 ; q 
7 


My Deary, if you de 


En never more ſhall — — : 


give me pain, ..+* = 
My tancy' s fix'd owes; 92 3 1 þ q 


a „ 
7 * id % n 5 2 
2 # - 4 

7 „ L 
- 4 : þM 2 

F * 

Thy love's fo true to me: 1 


Without thee 1 ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou die. 


iges ſhall tear hes from wy ben. I, = 
Mo wadiog bom. | _—_— 

In fighs the filent day. -- Wit _ 

1 ne'er can ſo much virtue find, —_ 2 


„„ COLLECTION 


3 ros this that like the fon 
i Gave joy and life to me; 


And when its delfin'd day is done, 
W Peggy let me die. 


„e SONGE. iÞ 
Ae u may gein y# bef « year, 
My jo Janet. 


* 
- - * 
4 


EF. 4 2 e L * e row 
n cither connig r Gdun © 
+ That does fuck ways allow; 2 ; » Mi 
firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 3 


For if it be to draw me on, 
You over act your part; 
And if it be to have me gone, 9 F 
You need not ha'f that art; — 
r | 
+ That ſeems to be à frown, 
RET that's 


wa 


DOUGHTER. 


your tongue, mither, r 
1 US and oy cid con mever ionee: 


They'll never agree, and that will be en; 
— and Im but fifteen. 


1  MITHER. 

Had your tongue, n 
- For he's N and ye's be the bride: 
He ſhall lie by your fide, and kiſs ye too; 
"IS Morris is the men ye mans loo. | 


"AF; 4. +4 
Auld Reb Morric 1 ken him fou weet, 


— 


4 
4 ” 


. = 


Then, daughter, ye mould na 


But auld Rob Morris I never will Bae, 


; —_ - * 
TY 7ocky blyth, 1 =. 
There i nae help-nor mending; _* 8 
For thou haſt jogg'd me our of tune, 
For a' thy fair prezending. * * 
men 
For my complexion dafhes, 
And this, alas! . 
Sae late amang the rathes. * 
Joern 


For her content Fil inſtant wed, 


E. en % vob 65. * 


CZ M1THEK 5 
— — 
Yet his auld bra Hit buy 2 new pan; 

be & ill 6: has, © 


* 


For Auld Reb Morris is the man ye mann loo. . I 
DaUVGHTERE | | 


| 


His back is fac iff, and bis heard is growg, c 
I had titter Ge than live whim a year; © > l 
Sae mair of Rob gs, I — bear. 2 f 


* 


— 


s O N 6. 8 
To the tune of, Come kiſs with me, come clay t 


My Peggy, what Pye ſaid n do, 
To tree thee frac her ſcouling... TIN * 

Come then and let us buckle to, | 
Nae langer let's be fooling; 


Since'thy complexion daſhes; FX 
r rb, + feather-bed, + 
PEGGT. r 
- Then, Jody, ſince thy love's ae true, 
Let mither fcoul, a eaſy: 
n 


1 7 f 


1 = _ wm 


The young RP abs Epixzvzen 


Which ch 


on | CHOICE % S 
then began to melt : 


But ere the werd was given, | # 
The heavy band of death the felt, 1 * 
2 —_— 


1 


Ti W wat ye wha I met 2 
down the ſtreet my jo © 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 7 9 
Pow bonny, braw, and ſweet, my 7 jo. 4 
My dear, quoth l, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill, 

Since ye're out of your migher's fight, | * 
1808.2... „ ͤ 


And a ae mers — .=- 
Will aourh NA. ent gin For mind, 5 * 


Soon as the 
Bends his mornings of dew, 
bel Ayers + 5 5 

Well you flow'rs to buſk ye'r brow; Fs 
— — 

frae the 

— band nw nd then wel lan, 


me 
. , Pe R. 

43 of ? 

ry den, | ix 
* 7 1 

- : * = 

2 * 4. 
> „ - = 

* 7 


= Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 
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q Fr. — keek in 0 


1 =. 4 
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A COLLECTION 
Whene'er the fan grows high and warm, 
, We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 


2222 boek thee in mine arm, 
— EI NIC. 


"Kary? 's Anſwer. 


TY mither's ay — tier me, 
Tho? ſhe did the fame before me: 
5 ] canna get leave 

* To look to my loove, 


4 


Right fain wad I take yer offer, | | 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher; x 

Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, ; 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, „ 


| . 
. * % by, = * 
= + 0 By wi” his gear; 
. . 4 1 ou 
1 ** 


ee tevty. + - 


MARY $COT. 


App r the love which meets return, 
When in foft flames fouls equal burn; 


* 


«7 


0 6 


And at diſtance due adore her. 
O lovely maid! my doubts beguil, 


Revive and blefs me with a ſmile: 
Alas ! if not, you'll foon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Tarrow. 
Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not defpair, 
Mary's tender as ſhe's 


My I 
Then I'll go tell her all mine ar 


She is too good to let me 


With ſucceſs crown'd, 2 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a 83 in Jarrow. | 


- 


eee 6 


Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow = 
7 $cee the flowls of iow? | 


no! her form's two heav-nly fair, 
Her love the gods above mult ſhare ; 
While mortals with 


deſpair explore her, 


8 


. * _— — 
* * 
22 


» * 
„ 1 
* | 
7 


Te a wy Hin had fournend ſa, 
PII o'er Bogie wi 


Will aws' wi my love, 
F wwill au wi > her, 


r 


I dinna care a trac; 
Tho” ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awe wi her Ill gae. 
I will awe”, &c. 


Oer BO G 1 k. 


N * 1 
* 
2 
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* 2 1 * 


n A 
K SY. A y 
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\ —_ * 
=_ * b 


„ 4A nee ton 
| There 2 the beni d bins, 


|, Abit ye wad lay down =, 
The right ye hae to Britaiz's iſle, . 
' £ will aws', &c. 


% 
7 
* 


Makes her a jewel rare: 
To a” her other charms; 
How bleſs'd I'll be when ſhe's my wife, 
And lock'd up in my arms ! 
# will aws', &c. 


There biythly will I rant and ing. 
While o'er the fweets 1 range, 
PII cry, Your humble ſervant, King, 


And offer me ye'r crown. 


— — — — 
O'ey the Moor to Mager. 
ND Ill o'er the moor to Maggy, 
Then to my fair I'll my mind, 
If the Jove mirth, Fil learn'to fing ; 
Or likes the Nize to follow; 


N 3 Fil toy my logs in Pinder” fpring, | 1 
A - , and invocate elle. ; 


- WI ng 
Te * 


ov youney 7 * 3 


If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, ': np 
Which in my boſom blazes. 


Pol war on the GREEN. 


Mt night, if beds be o'er thranz laid, 
And thou be tuin d of thine, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear lad, 
Teal a part of mine. 


— 


=. 


4 


13 attends. co. of 


—— 


. Sweet Sir, the ſaid, 


To my bonny Ho; that I am ber lover? 


Nae mair it- will hide, the fame waxes firanger ; 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer: 
"Then II take a beart, and try at a venture, 

May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 


' She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When dirds mount and fing, bidding day a good mor- 
"The fward of the read, cname!t'd with deaſies, (row. 


- Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 


- But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 


5 The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter: 


"Tis heaven to be by, when her wit is a 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded ; 
+ Strut dumb with amaze, my mimd is confounded : 
.. dear maid, to careſs ye, 

., For & my deſire is Hays bounp laſſie. 


KATHARINE O1. 
A "ij 


Upon a morning carly, 


= While May's fweet ſcent did chear my braio, 


From flow'rs which grew fo rarely : 


1 chape'd to meet a pretty maid, 1 
She ſhin d though it was foggy ; „5 


3 gie. 


Who ſees thee, fure mult prize thee; 
Though honor all pe 


Yet theſe cannot thee ; * 
Thy handſome air, look,” 
| 2 —_ 


* 


Thou'rt match for laird, or 
My charming Katharine gie. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd fwaint 
To feed my 3 —— 

At h time to plain, 
2 a 

Fd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 

Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogic. | 


6 
And ſtateſnens Rations : 
W Fd wear no crown, 
Id file at conqu'ring nations : = 
Might I careſs and ſtill "i 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie ; ; 
For theſe are toys, and Rill look leſs, 
96 


| But far the gods have nor decreed 
Far me fo fine a creature, 

| Whole beauty rare makes her exceed 

. 
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Clouds of diſpair furromd my bee. 1 
Tust ere hoth dark and fopgy: 1 
Pity my caſe, ye above, 9 
lle for Opie. 


| An thou were my e Thing. 


F race divine thou needs muſt be, 
| Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
For heaven's ſake, ob ! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 

An thouitzere my ain thing, 
I. I would love the: ; 
An thou "vere my ain thing, 
How dur would I oe tie 


— they cn a 


Ap» 5+ ++++000 +95 


morning dew, 
== 
wad I upo* thy mov, 25 = 


_ 
,F 
| were, 
>: « . 
= > i . * 
. , \ - 
ro — *% " pm 


Sae 

— ſaft whiſpers through the night, 
in ſaft w 

N 
An theu were, &c. 


How fair and roddy is 07 Jean? | 

She moves a goddeſs o'er 3 

Were I a king, — 2 — 
Nane but myſell aboon thee. 


re 
— . e anne, 
Around my limbs ſhou'd 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
An thou were, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not tay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay; 
Since love admits of nag delay, 

O let nae ſcorn undo thee. 


While love does at his altar Hand, 
Hae there's my hear, pie me thy hand, 


, 


And, with ill finite, 
The will of him wha loves thee. 
An thou were, &c. 


There's wy Thumb Fl ner begle © 


Nr let love incline e 
EIT 
22 2 regard it, $ 
dye for its faithfulneſs reward it. © _— - 
"Tis proof a- t de birth or money, . 
Dt yields to what is fweet and boany; 
Receive it then with a kik.and a fmily, 
Wr 


« A:COLLECTION 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 
_ | Thy boſom white, and legs fac five are, 
That, when in pools, I ſee thee clean ern; 
They carry away my heart between 'em. 

* 7 and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin | had thee on a mountain, 
kith and kin and a ſhou'd revile thee, 
— There's my thumb I'll ne'er er beguile thee. 


Alane through flow'ry hows 1 dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 


Gin thou'll gae alang, I'll dawt the- gaylie, 
thee. 


| And ge my thumb iH. ne'er 
$ „O my dear lall it is but daffin, 
= Tohad thy der up ay niff naffin. | 
= That na, oa, na, I hate it molt vi 

= O fay, Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


For the Love of IEA x. 
Y OEAT fid ts Jean, Feany, wilt thou do't ? 


er a fit, quo Jeimy, for my tocher- good, 
—— . — | 


" Fens ye like, d Jen, ye may let it be. 
9 I hae land enough, 


. 
o'er 
take me, 1 can let ye be, 


N A benz, 2 bern and a byre, 

3 
I a rantin merry ſhall we be: 
Aud gfm ye vi a take we, 1 gan. let ye be. | 


F 2 — 


| E Vere = bonay ladl nd Fo « Kite free, @— 
; Tve welcomer Winks ine thas Wo kt we be. . 
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or CHOICE SONGS. 6 


BD 


S O N . 
To the tune of, Pegey, 1 muſt love thee. 


Y Eneath a beech's grateful ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complainirg ; 
He figh'd, and feem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: - 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 
Though pity cannot move thee, 
Though thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy, | mult love thee. 


Say, Peggy, what has Calin done, 2 
T That thus you cruelly uſe him? | 
If love's a fault, tis that alone . x 
For which you ſhould excuſe him ! 
*Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which l languiſh; | 
Tis thou alone can quench the _ 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh, 


. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole cauie of all m 


oh r 2 
— gar. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ta to fee, 

Seem's tenderneſs all over,” 
Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, ——  —_ 
lover. , A *. 2 | 


Gainſt thy deſpairing "I" 
Alas! tho” ſhould it ne'er relenty”; . _ 
Nor Colin's care e er move thee, 2 4 
Yer till life's lateſt breaths fpect, * -- 3 
My P29, 1 walk love thee, 7 Se - 


1 5 i ; wh 
we 
* wy g *» : 
7 # 9 
. 3 | Genty a 
0 . 
2 
P 4 : 
- 
A n — 2 2 
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—_ a _ — | | - 
N 1 | g | 
* y 4 ng on en . Pe ww 
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Y | 


Se Tir, and foofy NerLy. 
role e of, Tibly Fowler in the Glen. 
4 No 


IB BY has a ſtore o 3 


Her genty ſhape our fancy warms; 
How ſtrangely can her ſma' white ar ms 
reiter the lad who looks but at her? 


* — * = 
as . 


"TT 0 « 
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or CHOICE 80 NG 8 7. 


ve: Is THE Als. 


ow the ſun's out o light, 
Beet the ingle, and „„ 
is . . Kip and . 
And witches wallop o'er to France. 

Up in the air 

On my bonny gray mare, 
And I ſee her yet, and 1 fee her yet. 
Up in, &c. 


The wind's drifting hail and ſaa', 
O'er frozen hags, like a foot ba“; 
Nae ſtarns keek thro' the azure flit, 
'Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. z 
The man i' the moon 
V carouſing aboon; 
D' ye ſee, d' ye fee, 7” ve io ths yen? 

The man, &c, 
| aer 
'Tis the elixir heals the ſpleen. 

Baith wit and mirth it will i 
And gently puffs the lover's fire, 
Up in the air, 
I: drives away care; 


Ha' "> 3 * e 4 by 
e wi ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e wi' ye, lads, yet ns 
' | * * | © WW - = 


Up in, &c. 


Steek the doors, keep out the froſt; 
Come, Willie, gie's about ye'r toaſt ; 
TiFt lads, and hilt it our, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bout. 

"I Up wrt there, there, OY 
| Dina cheat, but drink fair: "oy 
Hur, huzza, and eu. lads, * 7 4 

* OP Rs Us | | 
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A 
_ 


» 2 
4 - wh; 
* 
4 a 
= 
e 
5 
C3 


9 * * m4 4 * » » K P a ” * „ „ ; : * n nn, 
T's 4 2 AY. - * 

b 8 | p* 

” 4 Ls 5 y * 8 
4 ; 5 
* mY * N | T I 

* a 8 

1 G — F b, : — s 
* 


Fy gar rub her o'er wi? ſtrae. 


5 IN ye meet a bonny laſſie, 

bie her a kiſs, and let her gae; 

But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, - 
Py gar rub her o'er wi“ ſtrae. 


n * 
$- > 


— CE a a a_ —— 


Sweet youth's a blyth and hartſome time : 
Then, lads and laſſes, while tis May, 
Gae pu the gowan in its prime, 

Before it wither and decay.  -— 


| Watch the ſoft minntes of delyte, 


When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 


Aud kiſſes, laying a the wyte 


On you, if ſhe kepp ony ſkaith. 


Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Yell worry me, ye greedy rook : 


_ 


| „ CHOICE o wm. 
PaT1z and Pee. | 


p 40 F . | ; ö ; | ; F 1 
47 he enger cee of hy mov, * 
rr J 
I gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as bn. 
Youre made for love, and why ſhould ye deny ? 


PEGGY. 

But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
| Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing's done : 
[ The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r, 
- Like uoripe fruit, will taſte but hard and four, 
| PATHIE., 

S Pur when they king o've hag wh ten. 
Their ſweetneſi they may tine, and ſac may e: 


Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear, 
and 1 hove that's a eee 
PEGGY. & 
Then dinna pu* me; gently thus I fa” 6. 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a“: - » 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, ©, _ 
F ahem <7 
PAT. . = 
0 charming armfu”! hence, ye cares, away, | 
IN kits my treaſure a' the live lang day . — 
A' night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er —_— 
Till that day come that ye'll be a my ain. 


CHonrvs.. „„ 

| Sun, gallep down the weſtlin ſkies. e 
— 1 & ſoon to bed and quickly riſe ; EET 
0 lf your ſterdi, paſt time away, 

And haſte about our bridal-day : 
And if ye're weary'd, honeſs light, 
Sleep gin ye like a wort dias ts 2 


r 


"Tbe Mill, Mil . "7" 


Eneath a green ſhade | fand a fair maid, 
Was ſleeping found and ftill — O; 


if 4 
3 a * * * 
5 % t 
4 { 
. 1 And, 
7 * 
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» 4 "EOLLEETION 


A lowan wi love, my fancy did rove 
—- aremad her with grod-will — ©: 

Her boſom ! prefs' ; but ſunk in her reft, 
She flirt daa my joy to ſpill — O: 
. While kind the flept, cloſe to ber | crepe, 
And kifg'd, and Rid her my fill O. 


d by command in Flanders to land, 
my courage and tkill — O, 

Frac her quietly | flaw, hoiſt fails and awa', 

For the wind blew fair on the bill — O. 


Tald me with a voice right ſhrill — O, 
My H, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 
Nor kend wha had done her the ill — O. 


' Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 
1 ſpeer d how ſhe fell O. 


A Wy the tar im dex exe, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 


gin 1 can tell — O. 


| Love gone the command, I touk her by the hand, 
bad her a” fears expel — O, 


* 
n 
4 And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
= nae 
7 — 
* 1 


Wha had done her deed myſell — O. 


' My bean fweet laſs, on the gowauy grafs, 
Beneath the Shilling hill — O 
If 3 did offence, e make ye amends 
_ Ind the till, .o. 
— a” 4 
round with a ſodger reel — O. 


Colli and Gier parting. 


| Ne ** 


broken words, nnd down caſt eyes, 

Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender: 
with his Grifp, cries, 

. 


To 
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But kindle with thine eyes like tinder; —_— 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go: | I 
It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Chain d to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 
Nor time nor place thall ever change 
My vows, though we're oblig d to ſunder. 


The image of graceful air, 

—  —_— . 
Thy lively wie pad prudence rare, 
Shall ill be preſent, though we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er heart that's kinder; 
1 Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me though we ſunder. 
" Ye gods, take care of my dear laſs, 
| That as | leave her I may find her, | 
1 When that bleſi d time ſhall come to paſi, ] 
We'll meet again, and never funder. — 


The GABERLUNZ1E-MAN. 


HE pawky auld carl came o'er the lee, 
Wi many good e ens and days to me, 
_ Saying, Goodwite, for your | 
Wil you lodge a filly poor man? 
The night was cauld, the carl was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he fat ; 
My daughter's ſhoulders he Nan toclap, 
And cadgily ranted and fang. 


emi quo he, were I as free 
As firſt when 1 ſaw this country, 

How blyth and merry wad | be! 
And I wad never think lang. 
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n Ittle did her auld minny ken 


3 Ego 0! quo” he, an ye were as black 
ue con of my daddy's hat, 
$3 *Tis 1 wad lay thee by my back, 
Anda me thou ſhou'd gang. 
| And O! quo” ſhe and I were as white 
As cer the naw lay on che dike, 
I'd clead me braw and lady like, 
And awa' with thee 1 wou'd gang. 
Between the twa was made a plot; | 3 


Tbey raiſe a wee before the cock, 5 EI 
x 
| 


4, 0 
a4 


And willy they tot the lock, 

to the bent are gane. 

5 —— 2 ＋ og 
- And at her leiſure put on her claiſe; 
Syne to the ſervants bed ſhe gaes, 


_— The lire was cauld, he was away, 

© She clapt her hand, cry'd, Waladay, | 
Nor ſome of our gear will be gane. i 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome ro kiſts, 
But nought was town that cou'd be miſt ; 
Ste danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 

I have lodg d a leal poor man. | 


4 | Since naething's awa', as we can 
1 2 by _ and milk to earn, - | 
__ Dur the houſe, Jafs, and waken my bairn, 
The ſervant gacd where the daughter lay, 
be ſheets were cauld, the Was away, 


| And falt to her good wife did fay, 4A 4 
dme an with the Gaberluazie-man. © 
"6; vs 0 

; ee ON 


* N — 
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0 fy gar ride, 389 
n PF 
The wearifu' Gaberlunzie-man. 
The wife was wood, and out o“ her wit: F 
She cou'd na gang, r e 
Fat ay ſhe eurs d and ſhe bann d. | 
Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, | * 
Fu ſnug in a glen, where nane cou d fee, , 
The twa with kindly ſport and glee, | 
po NS WP nA whang : 
priving was good, it d them —_ 
n * 
Quo? the, to leave thee I will be laith, " 
My winſome Gaberlunzie-man, S 
O kend my minny 1 wi you, TEE, 
Ill fardly wad ſhe crook mou”, > 
Sic a poor man ſhe'd never trow, . 1” = 
3 ; DS * "RS 
mb. quo he, ye're yet o'er young, W 
na learn d the beggar's tongue, | 
— ire, dung 
Aud cafty the Gaberlunzie on. 
Wi cauk and keel Fil win bread, 
and idle and whore or hem wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, _ ; 
n "th 
my leg and my knee, "my 
And draw a black clout o'er wy eye, 
While we ſhall be merry and fiog. 


Tre r 1 
To the tune of e gondman hit 


Wy re nad bonny Annie ic? 

Alane nae mair ye maui fle; 
Wad ye a geoodman try? 3 
. 


4 
#* 7; 
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B f negrew canty, and ſhe grew fain ; 
: . | [What thi les ws togither vere 


1 "And ©! quo'he, un ye were us black 
3 By * cer the crown of my daddy's hat, 
-— 'Tis i upd lay thee by my back, 

4  -And Ol quo' ſhe and } were as white 
As cer the naw lay on che dike, | 
I'd clead me braw and lady- like, 

And awa” with thee 1 wou'd gang. 


> Between the twa was made » plot ; | 

WW | They raiſe a wee before the cock, | 
3 5 And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
q =Y Up in the morn the auld wife raiſe, 


Aud at her leiſure put on her claiſe ; | 
"i big. ws pony apa an 
 Shegaadto the ed where the beggar lay, 


. The firac was cauld, he was away, 
— cry'd, Waladay, 
For ſome of our gear will be gane. 


1 and ſome to kiſts, 


was town that cou'd be miſt ; 
n ery ' d, Praiſe be bleli, 
ie lodg'd a leal poor man. 


2 as we can learn, | 
e kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, - : 
3 Cae but the houſe, 1 — 
* The ſervant gaed — — tay, 
A The theets were cauld, ſhe was away, 5 
. = 4nd fait to her goodwite did fay, | : 


* ** 
— 


ie Gaber lunzie - man. 


0fy garride, and fy gar rin. 


Some rade upo horſe, ſome ran a fie, 
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time far hind out o'er the Ft oo 
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Sic a poor man ſhe'd never trow, 
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And haſte ye find theſe traitors again ; "2 
Fer ihe's be baine endl de tat * 
The wearifu' Gaberlunzie-man. 


The wife was wood, and out o her wit: * 


She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou d the fit, 6 
Fat ay ſhe curs d and ſhe bann d. | 


Fu' ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd fee, 1 
The twa with kindly ſport and glee, 3 

anne 2 
The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo e her for ay he gave her his aith. 77 
Quo? ſhe, to leave thee I will be laith, 2 
My winſome Gaberlunzie-man, Ther 


O kend my minny I were wi” you, 6 2 
Ill fardly > od ſhe crook her mow, 1 


# 7 , 1 + «+ Þ 
" ws Tl : 


After the Gaberlunzie-man. 
My „ quo he, ye're yet o'er 


And ena learn'd the beggar's tongue, | 
To follow me frac town to town, 


Aud the Gaberlunzie . 
Wy cauk and keel I'll win your bread, 
And /pindles and wharles or ben wha need, a" 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunaie on. — 

Tu bow my leg and crook my knee, © 

And draw a black clout o'er my eye, | 
A cripple or blind they will ca me, | 
While we ſhall he merry and fag. 


Taz ConDiati. 


> 4 COLLECTION. 
” 


| What if 1 lend wanking le. 
"When the hoboys are gawn by, 
Will erent me when | cry, 

_ My dear, Im faint and iry ? 
HE. 
ag befees then ſhalt lie, 
© When thou waukrife art, or dry, 
Healthy cordial ftznding by, 


Bo 8 SHE. 


To your will then 1 comply, - 
if 4 2 wi a goodmar he, 
| * 3 


Fr 


> Ew-Bue hrs Ma nrox- 


W. T ves: 
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on your white hauſs-bane ; +; -  _— 

Fu 121 — 1 
At e en when I come hame. . 
3 


I've nine milk ewes, my Marion; 
A cow and a brawny quey, 

I'V ge them & to my Marion; 
Dn 

And yes a apron, 
6 

And vow but ye will be vap ring, 
Whene'er ye gang tothe town. 


I'm young and ftont, my Marion ; 
Nane dances like me on the green: 

And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
Il e en draw up wi' Jean: 

Sac put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kyrtle of the eramaſie; 

And foon as my chin has nae hair on, 
1 ſhall come welt, and fee ye. 


cog of good ale. 


„u 4e 
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\ 


— wil be for: libber Patic, 
3 6 A plucky- fac d Wat i the mill, | . 
err. d Francie and Gibbie, 
= Thatwins in the how of the hill; 1 
And there will be laſter Sibbre, — 
ien vith black Beſſie did mool, | 
Wa -- faiveling Lil and Tibby 
_ The lafs that Rands aft on the ſtoo!. 


Muck Madie, "ns far hippit Grif, 


| RE, „—— 
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And there will be Girn again-Gibbie, 
glaikic wife Jenny Bell, 


Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', 
That are baith fodden nnd raw. 
H let us, Ke. 


And there will be 


caps: 
„ — | 
Wich ſkiak to fap till ye rive, os 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 


Of flowks that were taken alive. 


r 

Well riſe op ere, 
Thew þ let us 7 to the bridal, 

For there will bs lilling there ; 
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A COLLECTION- 


The Hicnrand Lappie. 


The brawekt bean in borro-whown, 


Ina” his airs, with art made ready, 


Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 


- "He's finer far in's belted plaidy. 


Oer benty hill with him I'll run, 
Aud leave my lawland kin and 
Frac wiater's cauld, and ſummer's ſun 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 


© wy bony gee. 


= A painted room, and filken bed, 


And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 


0 ap bonay, Ke. 


May pleaſe a Jawland laird and lady; 


But I can kifs, and be as glad, 


© upiagy, te... | 
E cz” him my dear highland laddie, 


Syne rows me in 


beneath his plaidy. 


- . 4 - 
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Nae greater joy Fil Ser pretend. 
Like mine to him, which ne er ſhall end, 


ALLAN WATER, 
Or, My Love Annie's very bonny. 


numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? | 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Awnic ? 


3 danny pry 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 


But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depth diſcover |! 


o e notes 3e * 


of: 


A H ! why theſe tears ow 
To hear thy tender Door 
The gods 2 from the ſkies, 
— 2 
To mourn the dead, IX md. tt 
And of one dying take a care, 
Who views thee as an angel fair, 


[ä—2 


O be les graceful, 3 
And cool this fever of my mind, 


Causa d by the boy ſevere and blind; 
Wound, I figh, for thee ; 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe 
To ſuch a beight by men's ties, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 
And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt 1 hide my love, and die, 
When ſuch a ſovereign cure is by ? 


_ . — 
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When doom'd . 
Tai hear the age and doom d to languith, 


ow Gare diſcloſe his . — 
1 | 


PL 


Ter ob ! that form fo heavenly fair 
Thoſe languid ſo ſweetly fonils x 
'Thatartleſs bloſk, and 
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Tran 
1 ken by the rigging ot: 
Since with cay love I've change 

1 dinna like the bigging 0't: 
For now that I'm young Robi s bride, 
And miſtreſs of his fire de, 

And pleaſe me with the wigging ot. 
Then farewel to my father s houſe, 

1 gang where love invites me; 
The Uricieſt duty this allows, 

When love with honour meets me. 
When Hymen moulds us into anc, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him were a fin, 

Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 
When I'm in my ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay, 


To make me ſtill a prudent 
9 
4 Owe 


$ 


a- 
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"Avoiding ilks cauſe of rife, = 8 
The common peſt of married life, | | 
| That makes ane wearied of his wife, 
| And breaks the kindly band of, 


— 


— thee She faws. 


Eturn homeward, my heart, again, 

| And bide where thou was wont to be, 
Thou art a fool to fuſfer pain . 

For love of ane that loves not thee. | | 

My heart. let be fic fantaſie, ; | 

Love only where thou haſt good cauſe ; 

fs Tana rnd likeing ne'er agree, 

©... Dad 


' To what eden ſhould thou be thrall ? 
= Be happy in thine ain free - will 
| A. rater 

= But ken wha does thee good or ill: 
II At hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
For fint a erum of thee ſhe faws. 


ſhe be fair, 1 will not fenzie, 

She's of a kind with mony mae ; 

K 1 they are a felon menzie 

| - That ſeemeth good, and are not face. 

* ' My 7 « xxgety Sant | 
= For Maryory, or Mauſe, T7 
2 and let her gae, 
3 


11 how that Mals | 
Wild for » ight of Joſon yied, 


=_— 
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View ilka gay ſcene all around, 


* o Fl” - F e * * a * vw ha * N * * * % * ” ' 
— | | 
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Remember Helen, as we read, | 

Brought Troy from bliſs unto bare waws : 
Then let her gae where ſhe waly fpdds, 

2 


Beſhrew the ene n ü tnkes care : 
But be thou merry late and air, 
This is the final end and clauſe, 

And let her feed and foully fair, 
32 


When ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws; 
| Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. : 


— 


To Mrs. E. C. 
Tune, Sar merry as we have been, 


Ne advances on high, 
of winter are ſeen ; 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 
And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
Through and burnies ſae clear, 
We wander for pleaſure and health, 
Where and bloſſoms appear, 


Giving proſpedts of joy and wealth. 


That are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a nacthing is found 
Sac perfeft, Eliza, as thee. 


+ is 


* * ; by | 
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| | That made him look blate: 
F - | And ers bra tad inde 
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That looks upon caſh, | 

As naecthing but traſh, 

That ſhakles what ſhou'd be free. s. 

| And though my dear lad 

Not ae penny had, 

Since qualities better has he ; 
Albeit I'm an heireſs, : 

I think it but fair is, 

To love him, ſince he loves me. 


Then my dear Famie, 
To thy kind Jeanie, > 

_ Haſte, baſte thee in o'er the ſea, 

To her wha can find 
Nae eaſe in her mind, 

Without a blyth fight of thee. 793 
Though my daddy forbade, | 3 
. | 2M 

Forbidden I will not be; , > 
Fer fince thas atone * 
My tavour haſt won, "44% 

Nane elle ſhall e er get it from me. 9 


3 


FTet them I ll not gr 
Or without their leave, 
Gi'e my hand as a wife to thee ; | 
Be content with a heart, 5 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. | 
My parents may prove 
Yet friends to our love, 
When our firm reſolves they fee ; 
Thea I with pleaſure 


1 Will yield up my treaſure, 
2 that love ordors to thee. 


Tune, Steer ber up, end bd her yon, 


Steer her up, and had her gawn, 
Her miche's a th wil, jo; 
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4 Take it af, and let's hae mair o't, 
- Let's have pleaſure while we'reable, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 
Place't on the middle of the table, 


my 
= and — come from Flanders, 
= As ſcant of filler as of 
x Diſbanded, we've 2 bad ren; 
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For, fair, t I appear 1 
8 = Gn | 


Yet to yourſell I'm bauld to tell, © 
lama ji 
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Love Jupiter into a ſwan, 
Turn'd for his lovely Leda; 

He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 
To carry aff Europa. 

Then may not I, as well as he, 55 
To cheat Argos blinker, 

And win your love, like mighty 7ove, 

Thus hide me in a tinkler ? 

Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 
For there is neither pot nor pan 

Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back, 

And nails up in your apron, | 
ForFve a tinkler under tack r 
That's us'd to clout my caldron. r 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. —— 
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This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, | 
Will keep them from makin din; | 


The knack I learn d frac an auld aunty, | 

The ſnackeſt of a* my kin. 7 

Tie mak · man is ri | J. 

* 1 — * 
And he may crack of his winning, 


1 When he clears ſeores with me: | 
Tier come when he likes, Tm ready; * 
1 But if frae hame I be, 1 
Let him wait on our kind lady, | 

She'll anſwer a bill for me. l 


* 


Boxxny BEZSST. 

Tune, Beſy's Haggies. 
| E beanties ſhine ſae bright, 
Were her many virtues fewer, 
give delight, 


Omni IT fs. 


. $ 1 went forth to view the ſpring, 
A Which Flere had adorned 
In raiment fair ; now every thing 
| The rage of winter ſcorned: 
1 caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 
A youth, who made great clamor; 
And drawing nigh 1 beard him cry, 
Ah ! omnia vincit amor. 


Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm'ring river, 

And mournfully his doteful ſong 
With ſighs he cd deliver; 

Ah! 7eany's face has comely grace. 
Her locks that ſhine like lammer, 
With burning rays have cut my days; 

For ommia vincit amor. 
Her glancy een like comets ſheen, 
The morning · ſun vutſhining, 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
Durſt I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 
Cry, Omnia vincit amor. 


How juſtly I may blame her; 
Ah ! amaia vincit amor. 
Ned fe dar Modem ie war ki, 
been admired, 
And been ador d for virtues rare, 
WHY of life now makes me tired. 
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Thus faid, his breath began to fail, + 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 


He Ggh's full fore, and faid no more, 
But nia vincit amor. 


I run in haſte to fave him, 
rend. 

80 the wound love | 
. My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 
While on his herſe Ill write this verſe, 


Straight I confider'd in my mind 
Upon the matter rightly, 

And found, though Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. | 

For warlike Mors, and thund'ring Fove, 

-* And Fulcaz with his hammer, 

* * EDS ar hs 


Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 
3 3 s to look, 


. 


1 1. 

=] * f — 
wy | And ſhe had dockters nine or ten, 
That the houſe baith but and ben, 
To find their mans filing. 
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| The auld wife keyont the fire, 
The auld wife anieff the ſire, 
The auld wife aboon the fire, 
She died for lack of ſniſhing. 


Wbatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 
| For I maun bee a young 


T adn 

your 'S a” out, 

Beſides ha'f blind, you have the gout, 
Your mill can had nac 


The auld wife, &c. 
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Ye lied, ä potipons. 
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gums 
While frac her jaws the flaver flow'd, 
And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 
| Die auld wife, Ke. 


> y 
„ * * . 
9 A K 
„ .N 4 ; . : 
+54 N . 
F N 1 . 
r F<; , x 
_—_ -. Thar liztle world of thee, | 
7 e ® * % 
oy - w 
= : 4 f * F * 0 ; * 
_— no * 8 
Ws * * F 
1 "vx 1 . | ts | * 
2 . — ; I * 4 — — 1 * * x 4 
* „ * * > . *. WY 8 
3 1 | = 9 | : 
[ » 4 vi a . \ 
be”, . __* 1 
x1 * * ” " y : A - 4 9 5 
» 4 X . * R "Sg . k * 
3 Q - * = * v 
* 5 8 ** l * 8 8 
oy 4H - : 


0 4 th, : 
» EO. =» 


. 9 * Pre 
1 w_—_ —_ — 
* * ; 


or CHOICE SONGS. gy 
For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 
I'll call a fynod in my heart, 
And never love thee more. 


But gainſt my batt'ries if 1 find 
[ Thou ſtorm or vex me fore, 

As if thou ſet me as a blind, 
Fu never lovethee more. 
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The Bracr-21nD. 1 


n fair morning for ſoft recreation, [ 
I heard a fair lady was making her moan, | 
Saying, My bacibird moſt royal is flown. | 
Mp thoughts they deceive me, 
Refleftions do grieve me, — 
| And I am o'erburden'd with fad miſery; * 
| Yet, if death ſhould blind me, 4 
As true love inclines me, 
My Mactbird I'll feck out where-ever he be. 


ones into fair Exglend my blackbird did flouriſh, 
1 He was the chief flower that in it did ſpring; 
Prime ladies of honour his perſon did nouriſh, 
| 4 ; „ nts bing: | | 
oj _ Which fill s uncertain, 
* His name I'll advance 

— In Peinandin Frexce, J 
See | 


Mean 
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1 "ag Alas?! he was forced from thence 
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But if he is fate, TM not be 
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is Expleed be foemerh iranger 
Yet bis fame ſhall remora, * 
In France and in Spain; 


All bli to my Hlackbird, where-ever he be. 


What if the fowler wy Blackbird bas taken, 
Then ſighing and will be all my ne 


E | 

the fire, *. * 

die mire, 

I'll go; for love him to ſuch a degree, 
Who is conſtant and kind, 


And noble of mind, 
n 
it is not the ocean can fright me with 

Nor though, like a | wander 
I may meet with of one is a ranger, 
dredge — —_— 

I pray heaven fo ſpacious, 5 2 + 4 

To Britein be gracious, >' il 

— 9 oth him nd mt, 

Yet joy and renown, 

| And laurels ſhall crown | 
My blackbird with honour, where'ever be be. | 


Tak your auld cloak abour yi 
N winter when the rain rain'd cauld, FR = 
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Get up, goodman. i is fou time, 
| XR Saban wg 80 
| Sloth never made a 


gracious end, 
Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
[When it was fitting for my wear; 
| _ But now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 
b Feri have worn t this thirty year; 
Te ſpend the gear that we have won, 
3 We little ken the day we'll die: 
. 
To have a new cloak about me. 
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You're far above their ſpite : 
Such, from a malice four, 
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To the tune of, 7 wiſh my love were in a mire. a 


Led th immortal he, 
— — | 


&c. 


and feeetly 
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To the tune of, Lochaber no more. 


Are well to Lochaber, and farewell my Jean, - 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony day been; 
| For Lochaber no more, no more. | | 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. | 
Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a for my dear, 


And no for the dangers on weir, 
Tre de to 2 far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to — 

8 and riſe ev'ry wind, 


They#i arr make © mace the ther bs amnaibl. © 
Then Ruth? of none 6 GEE — 2 
That's naething like leaving my on hare. _ = 
To leave thee behind me, ©” heart is fair pain'd, - . 
By eaſe that's i 1 9 
And nd love's the reward of the WWE, wo 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then excuſe, 
r 


Without it I ne er can have merit for thee, 1 
And thy favour I'd better not be, "B 
1 gae my laſs, to win honour and fame, . 
And if I thould luck to come glorioully hame, _ 
fg eres tee en re reg oe 
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a mn ani wi won iv bs = le, 
I canna well tell you —— 


But lO GOO ho woneded 
And cry'd ever, 8 


K 

The country kens where he was born, 

Was but a filly poor vagabond, , 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn ; | | 

For he did ſpend, and make an end 

Ol gear that bis forefathers wan, 1 

He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, ha 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. — 


SHE. 
ve de, ade, is hee to hecak, 
When | think on my winſome John, 
His blinkin eye, and gate fac free, 
Was naething like thee, thou doſen'd drone. 
His rue face, and flaxen hair, 
. 


E 
een ld goodman, | 


| HE. 
8 I thee maintain, 
For meal and mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees 1 canna pleaſe, 


„ — 
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1 Thou falds thy feet, and fa's 2fleep, 

«| And thou It ne er be like my auld goodman. 


And ay the o'erword of the fray 
8 Was ever, Alake, my auld goodman. 


SOHC -: 
To the tune of, Valles joenv. | 
| 4 1 | 
i On a beautiful, but 'very young Lady. 
i 
1 
| 


Eavty from fancy takes its arms, 
reer 
Some in a look, a ſhape, or air find charms, | 
{ T0 juſtify their choice, or boaſt their love. 
| But had the great Apeiles ſeen that face, 
When he the Cyprian drew, + 
| mee. | 
=D Thrown his . by, and 
In that d<ſign, pol" 


Great nature would combine -_ 
To fix the ſtandard of her facred con; 

The figure had enhanc'd his Joy = 
And ſhrines been Fais'd to Seraphina's name. + 


But ſince no painter e er could take #35. 4 3 
T hat face which baffles all his curious art: 9 9 
7 42-0 2 
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Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better life and motion would create. 
Her eyes would infpire, , 

And like Prometheus” fire, 

At once inform the piece and give defire, 


The charming phantom | would and 
999 i * 


— 
Whoſe charms are and fubmit to time; 
The graces which from them it Reals away, 

It with a laviſh hand ſtilla adds to thine. 


The god of love in ambuſh lies, 
And with bis arms furrounds the fair, 
F He points his conquering arrows in theſe eyes, 
$ Then hangs a ſharpen'd dart at every hair, 


As with fatal ſkill, 
Turn which way you will, 
Like Edex's faming foord each way you Kill ; 


; * 
: I JENNINGS tp the goiter cor... . 
| 3 Laſs with a Lump of Land. 

IE me a laß with a lump of land, 


And we for life ſhall the gither, 
Ted daft or wiſe, rlneve demand, 


| Gem 3b wid tmp of and, 
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Have tint the art 5 *Y 
; And caſtles, and riggs, and mura, and meadows, 4 
| But well-tocher'd laſſes, or jointur'd widows. 


—————— ” 


5 1 Shepherd Adonis. 


n ſhepherd Adonis ' 2 
| Being weary'd with ſport, PP 
| He, for a retirement, 1 

To the woods did refoct. 

He threw by his club, | | 
| Aud he laid himſelf down ; .. £2 
| He envy'd no monarch, * = 
\ Nor wiſh'd for a crown. 8 _— 
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Taz ConrLamr. 
To B. I. G. ths 
To the tune of, When abſent, &c. 
abſent from the nymph I love, 
I'd fain ſhake of the chains I wear; 
But whilſt 1 ſtrive theſe to remove, : 


\ More fcrs Fin ob to ber 
d 
My captiv'd fancy day and night 


. 
But cruel cauſe of my complaints, 


* 
—# . 


A thouſand fears my fancy brings, = 3 
Z 2 1 


And all the gracesin her in. ; | 
1 Appears the cauſe of all my pain. 
| A while my mind delighted flies 3 
ö O'er all her fiveets with, thieking ler, 1 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubt ariſe, 

„ ·¹ ÄbVU 


Tho while my thoughts are fix'd 
I's old o'er e e defied © 


* 


I \Ity pull beas high, by 44,2 "ON 

; All roſes, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to myſelf I turn wy view, | 
My veins grow chill, my checks look wan: 
Thus whit wy fears my pains renew, + 


I ſcarcely look or move a man. 


HE carl be came o'er the croft, 
And his beard new ſhav'n, 

He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The carl trows that 1 wad hac him. 

Howt awa, | winna hae him! 

Na, forfooth, 1 winna bac him! 

For a” his beard new ſhav'n, 

Nera bit will 1 hac him. 


- A filler broach he gae me nick, 

To faſten on my curchea nooked. 
1 wor'd a wee upon my breaſt, 3 
But foon, alake ! the tongue o't crooked ; 
=— And fe may his, I winna hac him, 
moch, I winna bae him, 
Adu twicea bairn 'salaf's jeſt; 


© The carle has na fault but ane; 

= . Boe be bas Bind and doiters plenty ; 
Is ao for a plump laſs of twenty. 

Hen awa, I winna hae him, 

What fignifies bi riggs, 
Free 


' 


ent awn, 1 inna hae him 

__Þ Na, ſorſooch, 1 wiana hac him! 
S 19 wack the Katy bens, 
1 9 
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PIT E and Wir, 
The Preſervatives of Love and Beauty. 


| To the tune of, Ki/likranky. 
4 Hs. 
i Or — + — 
For ſince thine eye's 
Thy ſaſter thoughts are a betray d, 2 
And na fays-no worth teating. E 
Why aims they w egpalt thy nnd, _— 
— thee tobe kind, 4 
Reaſon allows complying. 


Nature and reaſon's joint conſent 
Make love a ſaered ble fling, 
That's war d on kind carefling. = 

j Come then, my Katie, 'to my arms, * 
: Tn be nae mair a rover; | _— 

| But find out heav'n in a” an 

And prove a faithful lover. 


| S$u2z. | * ' N 1 
| What you Gulien> by natuce's law, | = 
3 | inclination 


Tha Willy Wiſp bewilds us a 
By its infatuation. 


_ was the month of May, 
_— When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 
One morning by the break of day, 
| Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 


OT — hes hefh. 
And o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 
To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks fo ſweet, ſo gay her mien, 

' _ Her handſome ſhape, and dreſs fo clean, 
— he look'd all o'er like beauty ' queen, 

Dreſt in her beſt 


= * 8558 © The favage beafts, till then ne'er tame, 
F * 4s Wild adoration pay. 


; The feather'd people, one might ſee, 
Perch'd all around her on a tree, 
With notes of ſweeteſt melody 

They act a chearful part. 


| "The doll flaves on the toilſome plow, 
* Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 


To the tune of, The happy Clown. - 


And Forth that foam'd and roar'd ere while, 


Struck with the glory of her eyes, 


or CHOICE $0Ncs.* ie 
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The bleating flocks that then came by, if 1 1 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 1 . 
They leave their hoarſe and raeful cry _— 


And dance around the brooks. "4 


Glides calmly down and ſmooth as oil, WT” 
Through all its charming crooks, 


The finny ſquadrons are content 
To leave their wat*ry element, 
In glazie numbers down they bent, 

They flutter all along. 


The inſets, and each creeping thing, 
Join'd to make up the rural ring; 
23 if ſhe but ſing, -—_ 


And make a jovial throng. 


Kind Phzbus now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern ſkies, 


He ſhrinks behind a cloud. 


Her mantle on a bough fhe lays, 

And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 

She left all nature in amaze, 
And ſkipp'd into the wood. 


Lady AnnE 2 s Lament. 858 
Alow, my boy, lie ſtill and fleep, 


| It grieves me fore to hear thee weep : £4. 
If thou'lk be filent, I'll be glad, 8 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, > +. 

Thy father bred me great annoy. 4% 


——_ my boy, his Bill and foes, 
E me fore to bear thee weey, 


was the charming month of May, 
When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 


One morning by the break of day, 
Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 


From peaceful ſlumber ſhe aroſe, 
- Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
And o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 
To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks fo ſweet, ſo gay her mien, 
Her handſome ſhape, — 2 ces, 


1 o'er like beanty's queen, 
Dreſt in her beſt array. 


7 The gentle winds, and purling fiream, 
10 Aſſay d to whiſper Chlae's name, 
1 1 till then ne er tame, 

1 Wild adoration pay. 


Tube feather'd people, one might ſee, 
| Perch'd all around her on a tree, 
75 With notes of ſweeteſt melody 


To the tune of, The happy Clown. + 
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They leave their hoarſe and r ueſul cry, 
And dance around the brooks. 


— The woods are glad, the meadows fraite, 
i And Forth that foam'd and roar'd ere while, 
g Glides calmly down and ſmooth as oil, 

Through all its charming crooks, 


The finny ſquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry element, 
In glazie numbers down they bent, 
They flatter all along. 
Tue inſects, and each creeping thing, 
Join'd to make up the rural ring; 
| All friſk and da ce, if the but ſing, 85 
And make a jovial throng. 


Kind Phzbus now began to riſe, 

And paint with red the eaſtern ſkies, 
Struck with the glory of her eyes, 

| He ſhrinks behind a cloud, 


ö Her mantle on a bough the lays, 
| And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 
. She left all nature in amaze, 
. — 
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Bier, my boy, lie ſtill and fleep, —_ 
grieves me fore to hear thee weep : 1 

run be de Tn be W. 1 

Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, _ 

Thy father bred me annoy. 1 f 

ehe ta theo _ 

H2 * ,  Balow, 1 
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fate from bad to worſe, | 
rere I 
. 5 ” 


COLE OE | — 
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Por too ſoon 


Where he lies ſmotber d in ens 


„ ringtes 1 
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Nor pity her deſerved 

Who can blame none but her fond heart ; 
truſting lateſt finds, 
1 

| Balow, my boy, &c. 


Balow, , thy father's fled, 
When he the tht om has Fra. 


Of vows and oaths, for 
Preferr'd the wars to thee and me. 
But now, perhaps, thy curſe and mine : 
Make him eat acorns with the fwine. 


&y foe pond fr has frvck the Vow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low... 


1 


Repeating, as be pants ſor air, 
My name, whom once he call'd his fair. 
Bar hel forgive, though yr 
Balow, my boy, &c 
If linen lacks, for my * 
9 1 
My ſmock once for his body meet, 


U 
1 F ÞF _ 


i "=" Wierer 


. . 
If he had ne'er 


God grant thee Patience when 
thy morier's s ſhame, 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name 


1 my boy, lie fill and foes, 


It grieves me fore to hear thee weep, 


| q . wore, 


W eyes. 
* e | knock 0, 


4 : *. 


oj — her ſmock, 
. Fall lock's 1 cloſe embrace, 
CE She trembling flood aſham'd ; 


. then, 8 
3 ing was t e joy; 
e, ag greater ble 
4 $0 bl=13'd 2 man was l. 
i ” And * aſl = Taxis with delighe, 
Av 5 Wd me 4 dome gain 3 
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She figh'd, and curs 


But wedded, and conceal'd our crime : 
And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
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ak ! at laſt ſhe prov'd with ban. 
And I that was as much concern'd, 9 
Look'd een jult like a fool. | 


That e er ſhe loot me in. J 
But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 3 3 
Or from ſuch beauty part ? „ 
I lov'd her fo, I could not leave "4 
The charmer of my heart; 


Thus all was well again, 
That e er ſhe loot me in. Z. 


5 S ON G. 
If love's @ fect paſſion. | 


JF /ove's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment / - 
1t a bitter, O tel] me whence comes my . 1 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould 1 complanm, 
Or grieve at my fate, fince I know tis in vain ? " 

Yet fo pleaſing the pain is, fo ſoft is the dart, 

That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hands gently, look languiſhing down, - 
And. by paſſi nate — | make my love no., 2 
But oh | how I'm bleis'd when fo kind ſhe does prove, f 
By fome willing miſtake to diſcover her love, = 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And oureyes tell each other what neither dare I 
How pleaſing is beauty? how ſweet are the charms 1 
Haw delighttul embraces ? how peaceful her args 7 
Sure there is nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 2 
And ts beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mull 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and wins the fair 
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= Come anes out o'er the moor to me, 
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_ Fcr ii do as 1 wont to do ſtill. 


A chear me 


u may de fa' in a better 
e A y hand, 
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Jonx OcmitTazs. 


Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
come o'er the moor to me, 


| wor N 
* 3 * 
4 | . 
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> man, Ochiltree 
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. 
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wont t dh away frac me, 
Frae filly auld John Ochiltree. 


_ Honeſt man, John Ochiltree; 


Mine ain auld Jahn Ochiltree : 


And do but what 
Aale, alake! 1 


— 
* 


wad die, 


| ty my arms, my benny thing, 
to þ thee Pp - 
Bt ll mer & bac done 
ac thy ways, 7obn — 
dne! it has nae ſa'r wi* me. 


WEI fer the beatt in throw the land, 


thou there, and drink thy fill, 


; CHOICE SONG 
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To the tune of, Jewny bed the w 
U; flaivs » down fairs, 
? Timber fairs fear me. 


| 
4 | Im laith to lie 4 night my lane, 
And Jobny's bed ſac near me, 
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Now bad ye'r tongue, 
 _ Replied the kindly 
Get Jobny's band in hal 
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of Hens nipping froſt, 

F eee day be dark or clear 
SET not to ber health entoaſt, 4 

| makes it former all the year ? 


—_— — 1 


When we had 


S ON G. 
To is cnn fans; 
JN January laſt, 
On Munanday at morn, 
As through the fields I paſt, 
To view the winter corn, 
1 looked me behind, 
And ſaw come o'er the know, 


And glancing in her apron, 
With a bonny brent brow. 


I faid, Good-morrow, fair maid ; 
And ſhe right courteouſly 
Return'd a beck, and kindly faid, 
Good day, feet Sir, to you. 
1 ſpear d, my dear, „ 
Do ye intend to gae ? 
ſhe, 1 mean a mile or twa 
Out o'er yon broomy brae. 


H E. - 

Fair maid, I'm thankfu' to my fate, 
To have fic company ; 

For I'm ganging ſtraight that gate, 
Where ye intend to be. 


gane a mile or twain, 
I faid to her, My dow, 

May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bonny mou? 


8 HE. 


Kind Sir, ye are a wee miltane ; 


For I am nane of theſe, 


And plighted him my vow, 


Wha may do wi — be Kees, 


_ And kif my bonn mou”, 
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And never leave 


. What can religge thee ? 
Can Mary thy apguiſh ſooth ! 

My pe EE. 
Never deceive thee 


light ſhall drive pan away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 


How ſhall I leave thee ? 

O ! that thought makes me fad, 
I'll never leave the. | 
Where would my Adexis fly? 
Why does he grieve me? 

Alas ! my poor heart will die, ' + 
If I ſhould leave thee. 


ned ire bran ths. 
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General Dry: March to — 
Moor. 
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MES, Fl ye come to the Exgliſb border, 
3 Stand till't. and fight like men, | r 
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Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent frac thee. 


That gave me a being without an eſtate, | 4 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, _—_ 
To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee, 
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We de rute ye be fain ts follow my. 


'H E. 


A Dieu, for a while, my native green ten, 
My neareſt relations, — Fins, 


SHE. 

Then tell me the reaſon thou does not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away; 
Alake, thou deceiver, o'er plainly I fee, 

A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


HE. 8 
The reaſon unhappy, is owing to fate 


SHE, 2 
Small fortune may: ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then, Jahey, be Ghankel'd na langer to fy - 


For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, - 
Contented 1 ll ay find a treaſure in thee. „ 3 
HE. " > A 
O ceaſe, my dear charmer, — . = 
A weakneſs uamaniy, and quickly give wax. 
To foudnefs which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me. * 


Bear witneſs, ye ſireams, and vine, ye ee 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful invilible powers, 
If ever my heart be unfaithfſvi to thee, 


mA 
My: I 7 
oy 


do a „ * 
r * 
" * a Y 


p Fa * = = _ N N _ „ a 
0 n 8 + 2 4 , g 
= * 7 9 
a Ll . * 8 , 
F * mh | 
* . U = | G 7 | 
| ; | | | ” 1 * 
1 N | ö , LY * N n j 
42 * a ® D „ 
* 8 ; 
kf = i * * 4 | | 
= * * | | | 
. 1 


38 ON GC. 
* To the tune of, 


ye; buſt ye, my bonny bride ; 
2 Je. buſt ye, my bonny marrow ; 
. buſt ye, my bonny bride, 
Baſt and go to the brace of Yarrow ; 
There will we ſport and gather dew, 


. ia, 


E: | Dancing while laverocks ſing the marnie 8 
There learn frac turtles to prove true; 
O Bell, ner vex me with thy ſcorning. 


Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
| Tho" on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
+ Yet haflilie they flow to Tweed, 

And payy their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 


A. / + haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 
—— and there I'll guard thee, 
1 1 fair, | 
2 1 1 
dees of fimiles, Laſk na mair, 
. 
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8 


OF CHOLCESON GS. ug” 


He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony; 
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For I hate to lead apes below. 
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, 


: 


SON G. 
We'll 4 to KELSso go. 


N I'll awa to bonny Tweed fide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he fall be mine, 
Gif ſae he incline, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 
While young and fair 


Tu makeit my care, 
To ſecure myſel in a jo; 


And doubt not to gain, 


_ Unty'd to a man, | 
Do whate'er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow: - 
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WrLiLLIiam and MARGARET. 
An old ballad. 


Was at the fearful miduight- hour, 
- When all were falt aſleep, 


In glided Margaret ly ghoſt, 
LN 


Her face was pale like April morn; > 
Cladin a wintry cloud; | | 
And clay-cold was her lity-hand Eo 


80 ſhall the faireſt face appear, : 

| When youth and years are flown ; 

_ Suck is the robe that kings mult wear, 
When death has reft tacir crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow'r, 
That fips the filver dew ; 

| The roſe was budded in her cheek ; 
Juſt op'ning to the view. 
2 „* + ootnns 
| Tn Om pale, and left her cheek ; | 
Fs "the dy'd before ber time. 


Awake | —ſhe cry'd, 8 
| Thy lors refar'd ts fave. 


Chis is the dumb and dreary hour, 
_ When injur'd 
add aid the ſecret fears of night, 

bs ras 


| | 7 
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| Bethink thee, . age: 
And give me back my vow, 
2 won. 


How could you fay, my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 
How could you win that irgi 

Yet leave that heart to break ? 


a 


| How could you ſwear, my lip was fees 
And why did 1, — waa. 
Believe the flatt'ring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair; 
Theſe lips no longer red; 
2 1 — 


| | bor hark !—the cock has d me hence— 
A long and late aden! 
| Come ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 

That dy d for love of you. — 


— 
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= % VE : | ; 
Z And thrice he call'd on Margare!'s name, 
And thrice he wept full fore : 
| Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more. D. M. 


— CUR 


1 The ConrLAINr. 
\ __ fun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
- The Weſtern cloud was lin'd with gold: 
Clear was the fky,. the wind was ſtill, 
The flocks were yenn's within the fold; | 
Whes in the filenceof the grove, 
Nov Demon thus deſpair'd of love. | 
| Whoſeeks to pluck the | 
3 RRR 


2 
, 
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How wretched is the faithful youth, | 
4 „Since womens hearts are bought and ſold ? 
= * | er ' to gold =O 
-” _ Gold can the frowns a web. 2— 
4 Thus | am ſcorn'd, — who have but love. 


To buy the gems of Judio's coaſt, 
What'wealth, what riches would ſuffice ? 
Yet udio's ſhore could never boaſt 
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= ic thy brighter ſelf compare, 9 

Be juſt as fair, and value more, 
Than gems or ore, a heart fincere : 

Let treaſure meaner beauties prove: py 

Who pays thy worth, mult pay in love. So} 


| 8 ON G. 
f To the tune of Montroſe's lines. 
f Tok and tumble thro' the night, 
And wiſh th' approaching day, 

Thinking when darkneſs yields to light, 
— Pill baniſh care away: gp 1 
But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, = 
And chear all nature round, == 
All thoughts of pleaſure in me dies ; | 9 

My cares do ſtill abound. a 


' I'd not envy the god of war, 

Bleſs d with fair Venus charms, * 
Nor yet the thund ring Jupiter 
In fair Alemena t arms : 
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ge, wv orig I. H. Jamaica. 


be DEgcEiveER. 


tuneful pipe and hearty glee, 
Young Watty wan my heart ; 


A blyther lad ye cou'dna fee, 


170 gain my fond belief; 


£ ——_  -- 


123 
His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail 


But ſoon the fwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 


And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 


— 208 


Yet few 


| Till he does all, tilt he does all, 


Till he does all obtain. 


$5. EPO BY 4 J 
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Avoid the roving ſwaia ; 
His wily tongue 
Be fure to ſhun, 

Or you like me, or you like me, 
Like me will be undone. 


-= + all. 
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SWEET Sus AN. 


To the tune of, Leader-haughs. 


HE morn was fair, ſaſt was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 


The buds did blow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: - 
When on the bent, with blyth content, 


Young Jamie 


his marrow, 


lang 
Nae bonnier laſs e er trod the 
2 


WS 3 


In heavenly beauty's planted ; 


Her ſmiling een, and comely mien 


That nae perfeftion wanted. 
In never fret, ner danny — 


But bleſs my bonny 
If her dear ſmile my doubts 8 
My mind thalt ken nae . 


Of every charm 


HE ITO 


4 - 


Yet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 


inchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and foon will kill 
| Poor me, if love be wanting. 
O bonny laſs ! have but the grace 

To think, cer ye gae furder, 
Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 
| ac 
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From all things joys ſhall borrow : 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſ d than we 
On Leader: beughs and Tarrow. 


V. 
O ſweeteſt Sus! tis 
If equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes. 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom : 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 


Dot my lov'd ſong is then the broom 
$0 fair on Cowdon-hnows; 
For fure fo ſweet, fo foft a bloom 


= There Co/in tun d his caten reed, 

And won my yielding heart; | 

No ſhepherd e er that dwelt on Tweed 
Could play with balf ſuch art. 


——— 
Of Leader: baughs, and Leader-fide, 
Oh ! how I bleſs the found. R 


# 
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Had Sandy ſtill remain'd at hame, 


or CHOICE SONGS. 9 
Yet more delightful is the broom 


So fair on Cowdon-tnows ; 


For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


Not Teviot braes ſo green and gay 


May with his broom compare, 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry mg 


pleaſing 
My peacetul happy home, 
Where 1 was wont to milk my ewes 
At even among the broom. 


Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 


Where Tweed with Teviot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowdon-knows. 


SandY and BZT Tr. 


Andy in Edinburgh was born, 
As blyth a lad as e er gade thence : 
Betty did Staffordſhire adorn 


With all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


He had not blinkt on Betty's ſmile ; 
For why, he caught the gentle flame 
On this ſide Tweed full many a mile. 


She, like the fragrant violet, 

Still flouriſh'd in her native mead : 
He, like the fiream, improving yet 
The further from his fountain-head. 


The ſtream muſt now no further ſtray ; 
A fountain fix d by Venus power 

In his clear boſom, to difplay 
The beauties of bis bord'ring flower. 


ws A COLLECTION 


N OW fpring begins her feine 


And gay onevery bough rejoice ; 
The aces hand in hand 
Nui faſt in love's eternal band. 
Wind early ſtep, at morning-dawn, 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 


Were Ser the youthful I fers move, 

They fire the foul to genial love: 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 
| The ſwain delights his country. 


Javiſh paints th' enamell'd ground; 
_ lift their chearful voice, 


- bride; 


While pleas d, ſhe hears his axtleſs vows, | 


Tach bird his feather d confort wooes : 


Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield 


The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow | 
With ruby · tinctur d birth ſhall glow ; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lilies born 
Perfume the breezes of the morn ; 
The ſmiling day and dewy night 

To rural ſcenes my fair invite ; 
— — — 
Yet ſoon, ſoon, will the ſummer fly. 


Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
Lud rs forte 


All in the flouriſh of thy y years : 


But when the ſunny hours are paſt, 
Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laſt ; 
Let not the flatt'rer hope perſuade, 
Ah! muſt I ſay, that it will fade ? 
For ſee the ſummer flies away, 

Sad emblem of our own decay! 

Now winter from the frozen north 
Drives ſwift his iron chariot forth. 


His grizly hands in icy chains 
Fair Tweda's filver ſtream confirains. 


Thou flies, diſpleas d. the frozen ſhore, 
But late, to charm thy raviſh'd view; 


When thou ſhalt mils the flowers that grew 


— ca mm. 
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Then ſhall a figh thy ſou! invade, 
And o'er thy plenſures caſt a ſhade; 
Shall , ah ! horrid ! wilt thou fay, 
Be like to this ſome other day ? 


92 
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To lead the dance, to court the fair. { 


To turn the page of ſaeted bards, 
To drain the bowl, 
In irie 


TIT, OT; 


Al mult they ever ceaſe to charm ? 
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Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 


With blyth intent the goblet pour, 


ST V 


„ CHOICE SONGS. x43 
Hoe, Book I. Ode 11. 
To W. D. 


And conſeerate thy youth to joy; 


Shall bounteous add a winter more, 

Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 
No more with Heme the dance to lead: 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


That's ſacred to the genial hour, 

In flowing wine ſtill warm thy foul, 

And have no thoughts beyond the bowl. | 
For time rides ever on the poſt, 
Even while we ſpeak, even while we think, 
Collect thy joys each preſent day, 

And live in youth, while beſt you may 
Have all your pleaſures at command, 
Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand. E b 
Then, Willy, be a wanton wag, 5 3 
If ye wad pleaſe the laſſes brqw, 2 
At bridals then ye'll bear the brag, 4 
And carry ay the gree awa. 
*% 
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F 4 - My hearty ſmiling bighland laſfc, 
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The WI Do v. 


HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew. 
| And mony braw things the widow can do; 
Ten have at the widow, my laddie. 
With attack her baith early and late, 
Tobi ber and clap her you manna be blate, 
3 Speak well, and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. 


| The widow ſhe's youthfu”, and never ae hair 
| The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 
Of every thing lovely, ſhe's witty and fair, 
| And has a rich jointure, my laddie. 
' What cou'd you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 
With nacthing, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport with the widow, my laddie ? 


Then tiller, and kilFer with courteſie dead, 


nene kindneſs be all ye can plead ; 


e heartſome and airy, ———_ ——_ 

With a dona gay widow, wy laddie. 

inon while "is het, it ye'd have it to ad, 

ar fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 

NN deeb rnd oak, 
Uafit for the widow, my laddie. 


The m Lass1E. 


But aft s. 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 

Like my good - humour d highland laſſie. 
0 ng wud, benny highland laſſie, 
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There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word 
 *Gainſk her to wag a tongue or % 
whinger. © 7h 


* in 


Or frae my fide whiſk out a 


Jockr blych and gay. 
| Din young and gay, | 
B pF ae delight; 


boyd be hn, 
her mind? 


Had away from me, Dona. 
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Whaſe 


ſmiles anes raviſh's me, Jenny ; 3 A 
11 you'll be kind. you'll never find | _— 8 
ought fall alter me, WL. 


. 


1 
9 
* 


Your heart is made o'er 
It is not meet for me, 

Some fickle miſtreſs you may find 

Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 

To ilka fwain ſhe wilt prove kind, . _ 

But I've a heart that's naething fuck, _ 
Tis fill's with honeſtly, Donald; =» 

Fl acer love 


1 
7 "we 
. * 
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- Uk virtue then frem's to adorn | 
The man eſteem'd by me, Donald ; 

_ Ruit now, the maik fallen af, I ſcorn 
| 92 —— 


1 And now. ſor ever, had away. 
* Had away from me, Donald ; 

week a heart that's like your ain, 
Aud come nac mair tome, Donald; 

For I'll reſerve myſell for ane, 

Por anc that's liber me, Donald ; 

if fic a ane 1 canna find, 

Tu acer loo man, nor thee, Donald. 


DONALD. 


2 l come todlen hame ? 
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When round as a neep ye come todlen lm. We 
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The Auld Man's beſt Argument. | 
| To the'wne of Widew, are ye t 


ſoit give o er. . 
eke in lg: ns DONT. 
Gre me a lad that's pag and tight, * 
Sweet like an April meadow 3 _ 
- And boſom of a widow. „ 
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4 All debis of love to her 1 1 
_— And what's that to you? | | 0. 
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= . Favour'd by my dear Florind 
muede, as ſhe is fair. 
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To the tune of, Auld Sir Symon the 1 


(or here's tothe nymph that ie 
Away, ye vain ſorrows away : 5 
Far hence be the fad and the penſive, *' 
We'll drink till our faces be ruddy, | 


*Tis done, and my fancy's exulting, 
My blood with brifn ardour is glowing, 


My foul now to love is diflalving, | © 
Oh fare ! had I here my fair charmer, 
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Y What darkneſs, what 72 this 2 
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| I'd claſp her, 1'd claſp ber ſo cager, 
Of all her diſdain I'd diſarm ber. - 


Byt hold, what has love to do here 
With his troops of vain cares in array ? 
He triumpha, be will not away. 


PI drown bim, come, give me a bumper; 
Young Cupid, here's to thy confuſion. — . 


_ ö 


4 Adieu to his anxious delufion. 


Come, jolly god Bacthas, ate, 


' Hozza boys, buzza boys, huzza, 


| Cone, what ſhould we do but be jovial ? 
| Come tune vp your voices and fing ; 3 
reren. oy 
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He'll mount us, de I mount us on high, 
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n I ariſe, | | 
It feas of wide ther I'm — 
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beo Chao: dark regions I'm hurl d, 1 
. And now, —ob my head it is knockt | 
J T 


. now theſe dark ſhades are retiring, 
/ flaw zonder bright blazes a ſtar, 
Where am 1 !'—behold the 
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* To Mrs. A. C. 
A SONG. 
ro the tune of, All in the drums. 


The dawning beauty ſmiles, and poets fr. 


Young Annie's budding graces claim _ 
"Ti inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays; "08 
Which muſt be ventedin her praiſe. > 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, bare you ſeen 5 
E'er one fo like an angel tread the green ? 


Ye ye h. be watchfol of your hearts; 
View tie — take the alm 
Love on her beauty points his dars. 
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hoes 1 
— Doane, 


To fhew that ee inflames not my fire, 
And that no other fwain can more humbly admire. 


r 
And, 9 — vr {+ | roo | 
Tu hug the condition which heaven ſhall think beſt. 
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Fs — rr what © Eliſe is due, 
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or CHOICE SONGS. wr 
Ros's Jock. A very auld ballad. 


Obs came to was our Ferry, 
. 


3 1 yern fu' fain 
To lurk my head, * ©. 
Then ſpak her minny, and faid again, 
My bairn has tocher enough to gre you. 
Tehie ! quo* u, kick, kick, I fee you: 
Minny, yoo man makes but a mock. 
Deil hae the liers—fu lies me o you, 


1 come to woo your Ferny, quo Fock. 
My bairn has tocher of her awin : 
A guſe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 


* 


27 is, an acre ia win, 
and a bannock-ſane ; 
28 and a kirn there ben, 


A kame⸗ but a kaming-ſtock ; 
With coags and luggies nine or n: 
Come ye to woo aur Jenny, Fock. 


A weckt. a peet-creel, and a cradle, 3 
# #4 
Ive — an auld fir- dale ; J* 1 | 


come ye to woe our Neu Jock? * 
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Then Jock took Jenny be the hand, 
: And cry'd a fealt ! and flew a cock, 
e And made a bridal upo' land, 


Now I have got your Jenny, quo Jock. 


Now dame, I have your daughter marri'd, 
And tho' ye mak it ne er fac tough, 

I let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarried, 
It's well kend I have gear enough: 
Ane auld gaw'd 1 

A fpade, a ſpeet, a a ſock 

| Withouten owſen | bare a Pleugb : 

May that no fer your Jenny? quo” Jock. 


A treen truncher, a ram horn ſpoon, 
Twa buiĩts of barkit blafint leather, 

__ - h that ganes to cobble ſhoon, 

__ A groich that graes to cobble home, @ =» 

A r 

pair of branks, and a fetter - lock, 

tevgh purſe made of a fwine's blather, 


| M2 Ran Ds WJ. 


vagael of an auld led- Eddie, 
[tony —— 
Tun luſty lips to lick a laddle. 
May thir no gane your Jenny ? quo* Jock. 


3 brechom fine, 
And without bitts a bridle-renzie, 

A fark made of the linkome twine, 

A gay green clock that will not flenaie; | 

Mair yet in ftore, | needua fenzie, 

Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock ; 

Aud are net thee = waliilic merzic, 


To gas to bed with Jenny and Jock? 


, * SY" F * 9 Y 5 
o "I _— —_— P 
E 7 5 
4 * — * * * 
= . 
m ” * 
F a 


- 


* 


oF cnorcesowes. * 


Tak this for my part of the feaſt, 
It is well knawin | am well bodin : 
RC CS kn. | 
Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin. 
| The wife ſpeer d gin the kail were ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brok ; 
The roit was teugh as raploch hodin, 
wn which they feed Jenoy and Jock 
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To the tune of, A rock and a wee pickle tow. 


green 
A bonny piece land and planting 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has tow'd, 
But the beſt thing of 2's yet wanting ont 
To grace it, and trace it, 
And gie me delight ; 
To blcis me, and kiſs me. 
And comfort my fight, 
With beauty by day, and kindaek by night, 
— ay lane gang anne Tag en, 


My Chrifty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair ; 
Her een and her mouth are i ſweet, 
She ſmiles me on fice, 3 


mak wit. 
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Delight of my wind, i 
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Since I ne'er can be happy, till thou Content, 
Par pleas'd with my Jamie, — 


EE = © WM 
"FI. To its ain tune. 
A”! beturs 


— 


ſpuo grey, 
—0, 
As them that fatin weeds do wear, 


And carry their heads aloft—0. 


_ * *. * 
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et my fair body it ſhall keep 
honeſt heart within—O ; 
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My fiagers 

But for that lad to me ſhall fa,” 
1 to 
In keep a jewel worth them 40, 
I mean my 


Then we'll embrace, and fweetly kiſs, 
Repeating tales of love—O. 


* * 


Waly, waly, gin Love be boany, 


Waly, waly up the bank, 
and etl ils Ge he dove, 
And waly, waly yon burn fide, 
Where | and my love wont to gae. 
I lean'd my back unto am aik, 
I thought it was a tally wee, 
But firſt it bow'd, and fyne it brak. 
Sae my true love did lightly me. 


O waly, waly, but love be bonny, 
A little time while it is new, 
But when tis auld, it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the morning-dew. 
— ſhould 1 buſk my head ? 
Or whereſoe ſhou'd I ame wy hai 
For my true love has me forſook, 


And lags he'll W me mair. 
| 0 A 
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| Now, Arthur Sear ſhall be my bed, : | 
. The ſheets ſhall ne'er be fyl'd by me, | ] 
Saint ns well ſhall be my drink, 
Since my true lose has forſaken me. 


Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And ſhake the green leaves off the tree ? — 4 
death, when wilt thou come ? | 
Nor of my life Lam weary. 


Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemency : 

ia not fic cauld that makes me cry, 

But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 

ben we came in by Glaſgow town, 

, We were a comely fight to ſee ; 

My love was clad in the black velvet, 
And I myſell in cramaſie, 


. But had 1 wil before 1 ib d. | 
That love had been fac ill to win, 


E--— A And ft wpon th nor En 
And 1 myſell were dead and gane, 
| Fora maidagain Ell never be. Z. 


ions 
= | 
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3161 © ap Guan ain, 
A bonny lad was paſling by: 


I view'd him round, AE dh veel, 


For trouth he had a eye. 
My heart new gan to feel, 
But ſtill 1 turn d my g- wheel. 


_ With looks all kindneſs be drew near, 5 


He claſp'd his arms, and me embac d: 
To kiſs my hand, fyne down did kneel, 
As I ſat at my ſpinning- wheel. 


My milk-white hands he did extol, 

And prais d my fingers lang and ſmall, 

And faid, there was nae lady fair 

That ever cou d with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 
But Rill 1 turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be deny'd, 

But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 

Until my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 
Yet till I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 

My winnels and my ſpi Wheel: 

He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to vonder mead. _ 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yer fill 1 arn'd my fpinning-wheel. 


About my neck his arm he laid. 8 
And whiſper d, Riſe, who eg 

And with me to yon hay-cock' go, 

I'll teach thee better wark to do. 

In truth 1 loo'd the motion wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bogay lad 1 lay; 
What laſſie, young and faft as I, 
_ Cou'd fic a handfome Jad deny? 
Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the ſpinniog-wheel. 
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To the tune of, The highland laddie. 


. 
p = 


Bz 4271086. 
——— 22 thee 
| charms that grace :; 
My fair Melinda, come, recline 
„ 
and tell withous art, 
My happy raptures in thy boſom : 
"Thus will 1 plant within thy heart, 
Ale that ſhall for ever bloſſom. 


_ Cunorvus. 
Ode happy, bappy, brave and bonny, 
Sure the gods well pleas'd bebold ye ; 
© _ © Their work admire, fo great. fo fair, 
III Be En. 


MEzLninDA. 

Wo mere 3 lute, new that I'm rhine, 

= To own my love in tranſport tender, 
© Sincethar o brave n man is w-'ve, 
4 To my Bri I ſurrender. 
By facred ties I'm now to move 

As thy exalted 1 diret me:; 


My honour, courage, 
Thou dear delight, my chiefeſt treaſure, 
tall be employ's ts than BA ©, 


As agents for our love and pleaſure, 
| Cnonrvus. 
O the happy, Cc. 
MzLiDa. 


With my Zripantius | could live 
In lonely cotts, beſide a mountain, 
And nature's eaſy wants relieve 
With ſhepherds fare, and quad the fountain. 
What pleaſes thee, the rural grove, 
Or congreſs of the fair and witty, 
Shall give me pleaſure with thy love, 
In pla ns retir d or focial city. 


Cnoaus. 
O the happy, Gc. 


Balea tus. 
How ſweetly canſt thou charm my ſoul, 
O lovely ſum of my deſires ! 
Thy beauties all my cares controul, 
Thy virtue all that's good inſpires. 
Tone every inftrument of ſound, 
Which all thy mind divinely raiſes, 
Till every height and dale rebounds, | 
- Both loud and ſweet, my darling's praiſes. 


| Cuo aus. 
0 the happy, Ce. 


My happineſs is now completed, 
'Lince all that's generous, great, and fine, 
is my Jrigenting is unread 5 
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To the tune, of, Woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Abies, ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 
Farewell each ſong that was diverting ; 
Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 
. I hog of Delia and Damon's parting. 


y he lov'd, and long conceal'd 


The dear, tormenting, pleaſant paſſion, 
Till Delia's mildneſs had prevail'd 


On him to ſhew his inclination, 


" Juſt as the fair-one ſeem d to give 
patient ear to his love-ſtory, 
Damos muſt his Delia leave, 

1 To go in queſt of toilſome glory. 


Half-ſpoken words hung on his tongue, 
Thbeir gyesrefus'd the uſual meeting; 

0 And ſighs ſupply'd their wonted ſong, 
Theſe charming fouls were chang'd to weeping. 
Dear idol of my foul, adieu: 

Ceaſe to lament, but ne er to love me; 


While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other charas ſhall ever move me. 


Alas! who knows, when parted far 
Prem Doſs, but yew moy deceive her 


, 


wh 


Oer the hills and far away. 


Ocky met with Jenn fair, " 
J Aft be the dawning of the day, 
But Focky now is fu” of care, 
Since Jem Raw his heart away: 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has, alake ! unkind ; 
Which gars poor Jecky often rue, 
That he e er loo'd a fickle mind. 
And its o'er the hills and far away, 
Its er the bills and far away, 
Its o'er the hills and far away, 
The wind has blown my plaid away. 


Now Jocky was a bonny lad, 
As e er was born in Scotland fair; g 
But now, poor man, he's een gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 
Young Focky was a piper s fon, 
And fell in love when he was young; 
But a the ſprings that he cou'd play, 
Was oer the hills and far _ 
And its o'er the bills,, 


? e 
I faw, ſhe ſeem'd fac fu' of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill'd. 
That's now, alas! with forrow kid. 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 

_ *Twad put an end to my deſpair, 
Inſtead of that the is unkind, 

And its o'er the bills, Kc. 


Ah ! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her fake 1 
8 cou'd nae chuſe but grant rehef, 
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5 133 to fa” in love ʒ 
Wick ane that does fac faithlefs prove. 
Hard was my fate to court 2 maid, 
That has my conſtant heart betray'd. | 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 
e 
| | to my ief, alake, I * 
| . 
And its o'er the bills, &c. 


| Since that ſhe will tae pity take, 
I maun gae wander for her fake, 
rer 
- Fil fighing fing, Adieu to love; 
=_ Since the is fauſe whom | adore, 
| Fl never truſt a woman more; 
Frac a their charms I'll flee away, 
- And on my pipe Ill ſweetly play, 
_ Tar bills and dates and far away, 
er the hills and far away, 
Our vr the hill nd fr ww, 


Co ww „% Radon 
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— Jenny Nettles. 4 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles, 77 
Coming frac the market ; 


and baggage on her back; * 
5 
baggage on back, | R 

+ _ "ham 45 e 
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| kindly : 
Score out the blame, and ſhun the ſhame, 
And without mair debate o't, 
Tak hame your wean, make Jen fain 
The leel and leefome gate o'r. 


> tad 


Jocxr's fou, and Janxr's fain. 
JP Icky fon, Jenny fain, 


Jenny was nae ill to 
— ow Rong 
And thus the wooer tell'd his mind. 


Jenm, I'll nae mair be nice, 
Gre me love at ony price; 
I winna prig for red or whyt, 


[2 
—_ 
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- It is na meat; but appetite 
That makes our eating a deiyt ; 
Beauty is at beſt deceit ; 


Ry andy dens me chenr.. _ 2. 


_ e . . 
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Leaptr-Havens, and Yarrow. 


Phebus bright the azure ſkies 

| With golden rays enlight'neth, 

He makes all nature's beauties rite, 

* Herba, trees, — be exc rech 

2 all thoſe he makes his choice, 

Ix And with delight goes thorow, 

I With, radiant beams and filver ſtreams, 
Are Leader- Haughs and Yarrow. 


m equal divideth, 

Auld froſty Saturn takes his flight, 
Nas he abideth : 
YA Then Flore queen, with mantle green, 
* And vows to dwelf with Ceres ſell 


| The hills and hau gbs commending ; 
W . hear wen the draz, 


Sing to the ſun, Good-morrow. 
And ſwear nae fields mair 


pleaſures y 
Than Leader-Hauzhs and Tarrow. 


An bouſe there ſtands on Leader fide, 
Wich rooms fae rare, and windows fair, 1 
1 2 
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Men paſſing by, do often cry, 
in ſooth it hath na marrow ; 


As Newark does on Yarrow. ; 


A mile below, wha lifts to ride, 1 
They'll hear the mavis ſinging; * 
In St Leonard's banks ſhe'll bide, 8 'Y 
Sweet birks her head o'er-hinging : 
The Lintwhite loud, and Progne proud, 
With tuneful throats and narrow, 
Into St Leonard's banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Tarrow. 


The lapwing lilleth o'er the lee, —_— 
With nimble wing the ſporteth. 2 
By break of = the lark can hs, 8 = 
I u did you a ow, _ 
_ ſireek my wing, and mounting hog, ö "= 
er Leader- Haughs, and Tarrow. 2 


Park, Wanton-waws, and Wooden cleugh, 
The eaſt and weſtern Mainſes, 
The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 

The corns are good in Blainſhes, 
Where aits are fine, and fald be kind, 

That if ye fearch all thorow 
Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader- Haughs and Farrow. 


la Burn Mill-bog and Whitfade ſhaws, 1 
The fearful hare ſhe haunteth, Wo 

Brig-haugh and Brai ſhe knaws. * 
And Chapel-wood | 

Yet when the icks, to Kaidſh birks 

She rins, and ſighs for ſorrow, 

That ſhe ſhould leave ſweet Leader Hangis, 

Ant ct win to Ferrow. TH 
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Than hounds and beigles crying ? 
The ſacred hare rins hard with fear, 


do 4 * 


. in Tarrew. 


With fight and tent purſue der, 
Tim an! her pith begins to flag, 
e can reſcue her. 

Oe dub and dyke, o'er ſeugh and ſyke, 
She'll run the fields all .borow, 
"Till ird ſhe fa's in Leader Haughs, 
And bids farewell to Tarrow. 


Sing Er fington and Comdentnows, 
_ Where Homes had anes commanding : 
And -- + 4a 
"Twizt Tweed and Leader 
The bird that ff es t . 
And Gleduοt banks 
ET ray hownn of Yarrow. s 


' But minifirel Burn cannot afſwage 1 
His grief, while life endureth. 1 
To fee the changes of this age, 
That fleeting time procureth ; 

For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe, 

Where blyth fowk kend nae ſorrow, 
With Home: that dwelt on Leader fide, 
— 


n 


her flyte and fyne come too: 
What ſignifies a mither's gloom, 
When love in kiſſes come io play? 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, | ” ths 

And in fimmer mak nae bay? = 
For the ſake, &c. 2 1 1. 


ye dye 
The ha T mark bridal band wi? me; 
Il ſlip hame, and waſh my feet, 
— — 
Syne at the tryſting- meet, 
„ 


a” my care 
And doubts that gart me aft look blate ; 
Then tut us QUE e 0R * 


or they that have an appenite "Oo" 5 
; 2 eat ;—and lovers ſhou'd embrace ; * TO... 
For the ſake &c. 


Norland Jocxy and Southland 8 


_ Southland Fexny, that bony, 
ANNE. 
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That he cou'd unto her, | 
Till blinks of her beauty, and hope? o' her filler, 
Fore'd him at laſt to tell his rind till her. 
-, My dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
— ———————— 


And albeit 1 have neither gowd nor money, 


— Come and I'l ware ay beauty on thee. | 


 Shou'd 1 marry ane as dink as a lady. 
- For I maun hae a wiſe that will riſe in the morning, 
Cue a' the milk, and keep the bouſe a-ſcaulding, 
- Toobe with ber nibours, and learn at my minny, 
* * A eh maun hae a norland Jenny. 
3 $7 3 44 
_ Myfather's only : mented, 
Nr 
Por z* that I ſaid was to try what was in ye, 
Seer hame, ye norlad Jeet, and court your 
| Fenny. Z. 
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Ws " The auld yellow-bair's addi. 
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wh. *, 2 
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5 yellow-haird laddie ſat down on on brae, 
IX | Rr Milk the — laſſie, let nane of them gae: 


9 


ne ente, 
— 


I'll crack and kiſs wr?! my love ae haf hoar; 
| Fer the yellow-Jair'd laddie wy dafhend! Bal — 


88 make the te 


Tg” „ " 'S * * VE and * wa K. 9 A I 
os CHOTEE SBUWeas. uy 1 

j | « J & 
The goodwiſe cries butt the houſe, Jenny, 2 


The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter d to kien. - 
Tho' butter, and cheeſe, and u ſhov'd four, * 


„ ac ba f. hour, and we's een make it three, 


m— 
— N 


8 0 N 6. 

To the tune of, Boorn's . | 
Air, fweet and young, receive a prize, | = 
From crouds whom at your feet you ſee, » 


Oh! pity, and diſtinguiſh me. 
No 


graces can your form improve ; \ 
But all are loſt unleſs you love: 

If that dear paſſion you diſdain, . | | 
—— PHE one 4 


Part s an Erirocus, 9 vat is * 
PHAN and GENTLE SHEPHERD in Taylors hall, bh 
% * January 22. 2729+ | 


To fit us for our ew _ 
That when we've mith. w reds tang ah 1». 


* & F. : * p 

2 K 

1 

* — a 1 , 

And actions ſuit the fpirit. 7 
| [ * 
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Z. 1 a 
© | The never let us think our time 
Aud care, when thus employ'd,. 
Are thrown away, but deem't a crime, 
. | When youth's by floth deſtroy d; 
only active ſouls can riſe 


* * 3 
Tube Gentleman 
: : | 
= generous A S$Sanc 
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* 3 » 


Asie in by Trier fide 
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By which a durnie trotted ; PR A* 


On her | glowr'd my fav] away, e 4 
While on her ſweets I doted. 3 -4 


1 had nae heart to do her harm, 


And yet I cdu dna want ber; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 
Of hers pled, I ſhou'd grant her. 
Since heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 5 


Straight to the kirk 1 led her, 
There plighting ber my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made her. 
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The happy Clown. 


OW happy is the rural clown, | 
Who, far remov d from noiſe of tom 
Contemns the glory of a crown, r 
And in his ſaſe retreat. EE Þ 
la rich in decent poverty, _ -»,. + —_— 
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WII Ir was = Wanton Wag. A 


7 11ly was a wanton wag, 
The blythelt lad that e er | ſaw, 
At bridals till he bore the brag, 
And carry'd ay the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland 
And wow ! but Will be was braw, 
And at his ſhouder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a. 
He was Z man without a clag, 
His heart was frank without a flaw ; 
And ay whatever Willy faid, 
It was ſtill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When ke went zo the weapon-thaw, 
v the green nane durit him brag, 
"The Send a ane amang them 2”. | we 


And was not 7/ily well worth gow's ; 
He wan the love of and fina' ; 
For after he the bride kig'd, 
He kif6'd the laſſes hale-fale a. 
Sae merrily rqund the ring they row'd, 
| And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd, 


fo By virtue of a ſtanding law. | 2 


And was na Willy a great lown, 

© As ſhyre a lick as er was ſeen ? . -*. , 

When he danc'd with the laſſes round. 
The 1 ſpeer d where he had * r 


With „faith, my ſhanks are ſair; „„ FR. 42h 
Gae ca” — — | - 


For Willy he dow do nae mair. 1 


cat dia m 1 
* 
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© Then Qraight he to the bride did fare, | 


. Say's Well's me on your benny face, 
= ing Will's ſhaoks are fair, 


And 1 'm come out to fill his place. 
| Bridegroom, re yo you'll ſpoil the dance, 


=. 
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Sr 's Reſledions on herſelf for ighiiog 
PmiLanDEr's Love. 


Oung P hilender weddme hag, 

A FO But I was —_ 
* wadna tent his loving 

W - Kar 


q 4 When rig, oe tram aid down cad die, | 9 
Xx And by corruption quickly taken. | 


=_ 


—_— 
Ls 
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a Holen e ap * 


when ripe, conſent untb 't, ; 
— E 
Women are like 
——— 


F opportunity be loſt. 

You'll find & hard to be s 
Which now [ may tell to my coſt, 

Tho' but myſell nane can be blamed : 
If then your fortune yuu reſpedt, 

nee wt tes: 
Nor a true lover's fait neglect, | 

Leſt you be ſeoff d for being ſcoffers. 

I, by his fond expreſſions, thought, 

That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 4 
But now, alas ! dis turn d to = 

| _ and, paſt wy hope, he's gone» ravging. @ =, 

And let na coynets prove your rum ; | "== 

Por i ye be © —_ 


Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, 
And in that fretfu' rank be number d. 
As lang as life; and when ye die, 
With leading apes be ever cumber d: 
A puniſhment, and hated brand, | 
With which nane of us are contented ; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 
m1 


3 The yg Lees Thanks i then 
3 for her ſeaſonable Advice. 
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| And we your lefſon ſac ſhall mind, 


That een tho” a* our kin had fwore it, 
we ſhall be an hour behind, | | 
ell take a year or tua before it. 
. == 
= To form love's fort, . 
4 | Preſent our forces for refifiance ; 
*$ But we ſhall . 2. by, 


8 


2 


E "White bongry, ha'f naked, and avid, 
de her defiroy what's mine: 
2 ; Hae foon I might hope a revenge, ow 
* And n of my ſorrows be free, 1 

to plenty wad change, 
1 the were Ang upon a tree. 


| Coed Rigs, whalang time had 1oo'd 


SD May, in thy ſacod, 8 
3 8 3 


B % 


ra but a young farmer, tis true, 


| Ha! Jen. Jap. ==" vt 


.* 


* 
- K* 


And ye are the ſprout of a laird ; 
But l have milk cattle enew, 

And rowth of good rucks in my yard ; | * 
Ye ſhall have naithing to faſh ye, 7 

Sax ſervants ſhall jouk to thee : 
Then kiltup thy coats, my Jaſkie, | 

And gae thy ways hame with me. 


The maiden her reaſon employ'd, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented ;—while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 
Receig'd her with mony a kiſs. | 
And now ſhe fits blythly fingan, 3 = 
And joking her drunken fepdame, „„ 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, "Ns 
That makes her goodwite at han. 
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Ixax x, where has thou ben? 


Feany, Jeany, where has ahes alt . 1 
O Father and mother are en 5 
Ty ne ting, playing the wanton, _ 
0 Deny. Foe ents hewrnde il cect, 

Getting meal ground for the family ; 
As fow as it gade I hame the ſack, 
Fer the has taken nae mowter frae me. 


The miller's a wanton billy, and flee ;- 
. victual'a come hame again hale, what- 
WWW 


5 


a 9 n n 
eee % 

Ha! lofs, I ſaw ye fip dows the hedge, | 

And wanton Willy was following thee. | 


Ay, Jeony, Jeary, ye gade to the kirk ; | 
6+. But when it ſkaiPd, where cou'd thou be? 
a Ye came na hame till it was mirk. 

* They fay the kifling clerk came wi ye. 
O filly laſſfe, what wilt thou do ? 

if thou grow great, they'll heez the hie. 
+” Look ts yourfell, if Jock prone tree, 
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4 FI To the ras of, Laſt time I came o'er the or. 
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now | wadna ken him 
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But I in truth for a fins 
Ne'er-baff fac fair repented. 


9 | — f 
The Cock LAI ID. 


Cock laird ſou 
With Jena di 
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The Socrnx Lappis. , 
g Y ſoger laddie is over the ſea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
FEW 8 he'll make me a lady, 
i _ | 4 to love he is ſteady, 8 
3 b 
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F 123 9 all my — 
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get his due: 
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Tis Fove himſelf that bends it, |  - — 
O'er clouds on high it glows. |; _ 
All nations, Turi and Paribians, 
The Tartar: and the Scythians, 
The Arabs, Miors,and indians, 


Thatnone cou'd c'er excel us, 
' * That none con deer excel us 
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owing to the valour and reſolution of the firſt 
— — y  rpvacy ay 


% Dunkel, here, and in Kyle, and on the banks of Tay, 
= — ——_ ConrBazDus GaLlDus in three battles 
3 by 4 30, 000 Romans in thereign of the Emperor 


* te to 2 

con a 

"ted armies of Danes, Nor ; 30d Cambrian, ce 

commanded Sunn of Denmark, and hi 
 Roffin, aboutfive miles ſouth of E. "ES 

30, 000 Sever, led by Sir Jobs Cumin and Sir Simon 


Paazzn, defeated | 
1 Gan * 
and Chevios, &c. are fo 
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4 * 
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J 4 

G 


by 


ee battles of B 
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8 
Fill up the glaſs and round wift, . 
Health and - 
T' our great City and Officers, . a _ 
T' our Prefident and Counſellors : ey 
To all, who, like their = 2 


2 veleny. 5 


The 

EF SANG 1. The wewling of the faulds 

3 Sung by Nate. SS": 
| Y Pegey is a 3 

N 

| Fair as the day, and fweet as May, 

7 ä „ 
N * =_ 

þ . e a 


Yet well 1 like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 
1 N 
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2 My Pe r-, ſpeats fac ſweetly, | 
43 | Whene'er we meet alane, 
| 1 wiſh nae mair, ts lay my care, 

t a that'seare. 


Peggy ſpeaks e ſweetly, 
== i 
— of the fark. 


_ My Peggy files fa Kindly 
Whene'er 1 whiſper love, 

- That 1 look down on a* the town, 
— 


— mee « 5 
n 


Br” ee 12 , 


| And with a ficmple face | 
_ Toazrepulſe; W 
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SANG IV. o dear Mother, what ſhall 1 % ũ ũ? 
| by 1 F *, * | 


, / | "th "$" 

» , N "== 

| 2 „ 

| We ought not to truſt his ſmiling 3 _ 
= . 4 T * 

Better far to do as 1 do, | | _ 


Leſt a hardes lack betide you. . 


| SANG v. e fly edi 


H' 


mann IRR + 

That has better Tenſe than any of thas @ 
Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools 
To fink their ain joy, and make their wives fnools ? 
TS En te te 3, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ſtrife n | . 
altes her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 
3 22 


8 20 


Oppreſſors be 
| Dope SO fe them a tho at” 
up ina 


af - of n 


ei 35 1 C8 ck 4 
8 $ANG VI. a en. K 2 | 
. "I | 
To riſe aboon poverty : n 
6 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint; | 
Thus virtue by is ſmother'd, .*; 
And rackers aft tine their rent. oy 
. 
„ now the king's come, 
Peggy, now the king's come, * Mos 
Thou may dance. and | (hail fing, wn 4 
Peggys fince the kiag's come. 2 
Nae mair the hawkics thou ſhalt milk, a 
To bear the milk-bowie, nac 
Whes Fac the boghng .d wth . 
"8" © ON rarm | 
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| Mae birns, brier, or breckens gave trouble to me, 
8 1 found the berries right ripen'd for thee. : x 
| » PEGGY. 

When thou ran. or wreſtled, or putted the ſlang 
And came aff the vidior, my heart was ay fain: 
Thy 2 
Der nane can put, wreflla, or run ſwiſt as thee. 
PATIE. : 


Our Founy 


the 
*Tis many times ſwee:cr and pleaſing to me 


How eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire ? 
Hud praiſes fac kindly increaſes love's fire : 
ire me till this picaſace, my ſtudy ſnh all be 


* 
thee. 
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, 4 a + 
4 * 2 4 2 Y *, * * 
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in poping of rae pride adi, © * 


—— a 


Ton 5-5 :— wand . 
R . - by Y _ ——_— 
; Win d to be pair d with thine. 1 * | 
Root. 2 
I'm happy now, ah | let my head 
Upon thy breaſt recline ; 
The pleaſure frikes ee nearhand dead ! 
Is 7enny then fac kind! 
one: 
And round my arms entwine : 
SANG XIV. o . 2 
R -;M | . f * ko 
; * by Jenny. 2+ _ 
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if you prove faithful in 
You'll find ave fault in 
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love, 


me. - EE 
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ANG 3 xVN. Woes wy heart, that we thould ſander. - 
Sang by Fegey- | 


Peak on, ben thus, and fill may pri, . 3 


o 
*. 


3 
deter Pate mat frombin Pay . Wn” 
A lady rich m I” 


Alake poor me! will now conſpire 
To heal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. F 


Mo more the ſhepherd who excell's 
The rt, whole win made them to wonder, 


Shall now. his Peggy's praiſes tell; _ - "2 
Ab! 1 can die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often firay'd, 


Te banks where we were wont t© BF, 1 | 
.Sweer-ſecnted rocks round which we play . 9 
You'll loſe your fweets when we're afünde. rg. 


Again, ab! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with filent duty, 
Kiadiy to watch. thee while afleep, 
And wouder at thy manly beauty ? - 

——— | 

Tho' thou ſhouldſt prove a wand” 
T hrough life to-thee 1 
Nor be a wile to auy other. 


$ A NG XVI Todos. | 
** Why 
1 * 2 l 
3 appear d worthleſs my care, 
1. e en thy fake, 


I Cy 
3 
* 


appear 
| Te lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſ thou waſt a 
9 


. ov C 104. 


The hearty 
To follow hea}thful | 5 IS 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, 8 
The lark ad the hanet tend his levee, 23 
And be joins their concert, driving his plows. * 
From toil of grimzace and pageantry; eee 


| Tothe tune of, O the bills and far owny, 


- Her fmile her lovers fighs 
Þ hes fd ens Fete wn, 
Thy inferior. ranł will foliow ſoon ; 


1 


. { W a 
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Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, ; " » _— 
And flax chat on the valleys blooms, x: 

Shall make the naked nations ee 

And bleſs the Jabours of our lopas, e 7 
We have enough, nor wint from them. D 


But trifles hardly worth ohr ee, _ 
Yet for theſe trifles fer them efgim | © 

Wt fond and ck ve han pre, | 
happy's Scotland in her fair! a 


2 
Long bloom your charms, fix d be your 
16 * 
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8 Ballad. 


Gurl rere 
And ſtatelꝶ ſtept he 

Full ſeventy years he now had feen, 
With ſcarce feven years of reſt. 
He ou when Brivenr breach of faith 


Where he lodg d mony a knight. 
His dame fac picricfs ancs and fair, 
For chaſte and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, 

Save Elenor the Queen. 


"wm. 

Full thirteen ſons to him ſhe bare, 
1 tn bluidy fight, with fword i in -_ 
or To fand by hege and land: 


" Waefon I trou to -- kin, 


v. 
mg, 
- Landed in fair e he iſle, 
With mony a — 2 — 
© 
„ With noble chiefs in brave array, 


OE „ 
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or C H 0 re E 80 N 8 8. 


ee 
«+ Your ſaes ſtand on the fir 
lden reer dunn per L 
„% The . | 
8 M dapple gray, 
= i bing raiſe and cry'd; 5 
Atruſſier leaſ in all the land "I 
m 


Go, little — 


That lives — fo bies 
To draw his ſword the dreid of faces, 
And haſte and follew me © *2 
The little page flew ſwift as dart 
5 


8 
' And gien five ſounds fae ſhell 


Late, late yeftreen 
| Jnr fog wry ty 
| Nh age might weil excuſe my arm, 
Fanny Bo of PO» 
But now that Norſe doe 
3 2 


Its ne'er be ſaid of Hardyknute, 
| He fear'd to fgot or fall. 


XI. 


Robin of Rothſay, as, 
* Thy arrow ſhoot fo leil, 
Mony a comely countenance 
3 1 tak ye but your lance, 


Wees. light of foot e Bag 
foreſt wild, 


=Y Sao ſuf yoar painted howirs. 
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ani He wet her evils, 
And then her bodies green, 
Hir filken cords of twirtle twiſt, 
Weil plett with filver ſheen ; 
And apron ſet with mony a dyce 
Of needle wark fac rare, 
Wove by nae hand, a ye may gock, 
Save that of Fairly fair 


XV. \ 0 
And he has ridden ore muir and moſs, 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 
When ama... 
Making a heavy mane ; 
Here maun F lie, here mann 1 die, 
falſe Giles ; 


Sir N. 6— .. _ "TP 
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„ EI wit 


Hh 0rd math yr ae ey, i 
Her maids a deid of nicht ; | {a 
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Lord Chattas claim'd the princely maid, 


Norſe arwy lay in fight; 
33 Ta — pore 
E "© * On the unconquer'd Scottiſh fegird, 
. Toy with us their fate. 
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| While thouſands all around, 
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2 * 7e Norſe, that gift frae me, and bid 


. 


" an 4 COLLECTION 


Nl W 
Revenge, Rothfay £1 
Tour mail coat ſail nocht byde 
The flrength and ſharpueſs of my dart: 
Then fent it his ſyde: 
Another arrow weil he mark'd, 
| It pierc'd his neck in twa, 
His hands then quat the filver reins, 
He ligh as © card did fa. 


XXVII. 


Sair Micds my ts ir be blieds. 
And geſture „ 
— 42 
n 

too your 
— comely meld. 


XVin. 
Take 17 eos aff bis coſtly jupe ; 
__ (of P 
Nuit lybe the fowlers net, 
His ſteilly harneſs ſhyn' d); 


y » Him venge the blude it beirs ; 
N 
"He fure nac ua fears. 


ſtrong, 
OTE bes Hardyknute fac ſam d 
And leir d at Britain's throne ? 
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| XXX. 
That brag his ſtout heart could na byde, 


It lent him youthful 1 
Im Hardyknute (his day, be ery d. 
To Scotland: ling I height, 
To lay thee law as horſes bufe, —_— 
My word I meinto heip ; "0 
$yne with the firſt Grail cir be ſirake, 
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ac'd is wag fer fan Torm 4 


| 1 Arile; 
Then 


his head a blaw fac fell, 
It made him down to ſoup, ; 
As law a$;he to ladies us d PE, 
ates 


XXIII. 


Full ſoon he rais'd his bent body, ” 
His bow he marvel d fair, 1 
Sen blaws till then on him but dart d 
As touch of Fairly fair : 
Morse ferliet too as fair'as he 
To ſee his flately look, | i 
Sae ſoon as eir he ſtrake a fac, _— 
Sae ſoon his lyfe he took „ 


XXIII. 
Whair lyke a fyre to heather ſet, 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A ſturdy fac with look enrag d 
Up towards him did prance ; 
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ere on a lie wbair ſtands a croſs, 


” a6: Deer LZ C TION 
XL. 
4 as I hae Se REY 5 n 
Kere of weir, for | 
e omg ot hs dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair 
Black. fear be felt, but what to fear, 
He wilt not yet with dreid; 
Sair ſhook his body, ſair his limbs, 
And all the warrior fled. 
©##2000009008 


The Bracs of Ya A0 w. 
I Vik ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 


bonny 
Aud Wes leave the bracs of Yarrow. 
Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, 
Where got ye that winſome mar 
Lage hey where 1durſt ner well be foen, 


Weep wot, weep not, wy bonny bonny bride, 
pan. not, weep not, my winſome marrow, 

| thy heart lament to Jeave 

Puing the birks on the bracs of Tarrow. 


Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 
Why does ſhe weep thy winſome marrow, 

And why dare ye nac mair well be ſeen 
Ning the birks on the bracs of Yarrow. 


L Lavg muſt ſhe weep, 2 
And lang mult 1 nac mair well be ſeen, 
. 'Puing the birks on the bracs of Farrow. 


For ſhe has tiat her lover, lover dear, 
Her loyer dear, the cauſe of forrow ; 
Aud 1 ſlzin the comelieſt ſwain, 
That x pv's birks on the bracs of Tarrow. 
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What's Vonder floats ? O dole and forrow ! | 
O 'tis the comely ſwain 1 flew 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds, his wonnds in tears, 
His wounds hunn. 

And wrap his limbs in mourning w 
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 


"Then build, then build, ye ſiſters, ſiſters fad, = 
Ye ſiſters fad, his tomb with forrow, ; 
And weep around in woful wiſe, ; 
His helpleſs fate on the braes of Jarrow. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſclefs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of forrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt, 

His comely breaſt on the braes of Yarrow. 


Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 

And warn from fight ? but to my forrow, 
Too raſhly bold, a ſtronger arm 

Thou mett'ſt, and fell on the braes of Farrow. 


sweet ſmells the birk. green grows, the 
ona frat ho Ot. goes. wo. gn GEE. 
Fair bangs the apple frac the rock. ED 
Sweet the wave of Jarrow flowan. _ var: 


Flows Tarrow ſweet, as feet, as facet flows . 
As green its grafs, its gowan as yellow, 0 
As ſweet ſmells on its braes the birk, 
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=: * Than me he er lay d thee better. | 

| Hive, then bonny bonny bride, 

r 

= R ae cnthe danke of Tweed, 
nae mair on the braes of Yarrow. 


N bonny bonny bride, 
— 3 tak wie arr, 


How loe him on the bank, of Tweed. 
That flew my love on the braes of Turrow? 


© Yarrow fields, may never, never rain, 
No dew tby tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was vilely kill'd my love, 
My love as he had not been a lover. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, twas my ain 
Ah ! wretched me, I lictle, little knew, 
He was ia theſe to meet his ruin. 


| The boy took out his cailk-white, milk-white ficed, vF oe 
— Unkheedful of my dole and forrow, | 
tow the ralket of the 


He lay a corpſe on the braes of Terre. 
Muck I rejoie'd that woful, woful day, | 


i 


Sr; blood is on thy fpear; 

| cant thov, barbarous man, then. woo me ? 
be, be 
Fi 


_ May bid me feck on Torrow's braes | 
„ and in bis cattis. 
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His hands, 
what ghaſtly 
ab we? 


ſpefires you =. Mi 


= & 1 be bind: | 
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To bis prayers the appear'd, 
Tho' himſelf he endear'd, 5 
In a manner fo ſoft, fo engaging and ſweet, 

How much he ador'd her, 

How oft he implor'd ber, 

ow ah bt Tanner '@ for, 

cannot 

Bat he lov's to exceſs, 

And ſwore he would die, 

If ſhe would not comply, 
n and fweer, . 


While bluſhes like — 
Which nature 
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That to caſe his own care, | 

He would meet her again, 

And till then be in pain, 


la a manner fo ſott, ſo engaging and fweer, 
As ſoon might pe: ſuade her his paſſion to meet, 

$O0NG ' 

End home my ſray'd eyes to me, 
Which ah ! too have dwelt on thee ; 

But if from thee they ve learn d ſuch ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, 
And then beguile, 

Keep the deceivers, keep them till. 


Which no unworthy could ſtain ; 
But if it has been taught by thine, 

To forfeit both | 

Its word and oath, 
Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 2 
And laugh one day perhaps when thou | 
Shalt grieve for one 
Thy love will feorn, 
And prove as falſe as thay art now. 


—— 
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Thus the god of love | fue, 
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= 
Son d be taken from the fair: 
But tho' I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, 


_ With care we may a pile ſecure, 
And from all common ſparks defend: 
But oh ! who can 2 houſe fecure, 
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Thus was 3 foe, till fromyoureyes + 
Degrees fires are brightly given ; Dy 
Ab ! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe, 


When lo! EE IT InNS... ' 
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7 Hiſt 1 gaze on Chloe 
Ws 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear 

When ſhe frowns I then deſpair. 

of fome rv on 3 

look the g, | f 

ieee. | +. 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, | i 
Or the torments I endure? . 

1 vill diſcloſe my inclination : wh 

Sure it is not in her nature, ,_ 

| To be cruel to her flave ; — 4 

| Wo is too divine a creature e — 5 uv 


Happy's he whoſe inclination | Ee” 
Warms but with a gentle heatz ' * 
Never mounts to raging paſſion, | 
Love's a torment if too | 5 
When the. Sammie ener over, . 
_ IO 3 | F 
But a conſtant faithful lover WAS + 
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Li-in the Downs the fleet was geg 
A þ nd crate; tt 4 
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When black ey d Su/ax came on board: 
Oh! where ſhalt | my true lov#fiad ? ES 

Tell me. ye jovial failors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 


William. who, high upon the yaod, 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro; 
Soon as ker well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd. and calt his eyes below: 
| The cord flides gently thro” his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 
So the ſweet lark. high pois'd in air, 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear,) 
Aod drops at once into her neſt : 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
| —— 
Let me kiſs off that fall ng tear, 

We oniy part to meet again; 
Change as ye I, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtil] points at rhee. 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Wo tempt with doubes thy conftant mind; 
They'll tell, the failors, when away, x 


For thou art preſent whereſoc'er | go : 
| If tofair India's colt we fail, 0 
Thy eyes are fern in diamonds bright. 
Thy breath is A/ric's ſpicy gale, 48 
Thy ſkin is ivory fo white; __ >, . 
Wakes in my foul forme charms of lovely d. 


* reren 


Tho” cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
| Willem ſhall to his dear return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


Leſt precious tears ſhould ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their — ſpread, 

No muſt ſhe ſtay aboard; 
They Hd ; ſhe figh's; be "hung his head: 
Her leſſenio g boat uowilling rows 30 land, 
Adieu, ſhe cries ; and wav'd her lily hand. 


— 


8s ON 6. 
Weet are the charms of ber! F love, 
More than the damaſk roſe, 


Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
b 


To ES end ity pales. 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the — *ngnordeap 
Conſtant as glidir. g waters 
— tides obey the moon ; 
Prom every other charmer free, 


| | Thelamb the fow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 
»% Of verdant ſpring, her note renew; 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
5 


her beauteous face, 
"NlF vary us the ſeaſons riſe; 
As wivter to the ſpring gives place, 
Sun mer th* of autumn flies : 
_ Wo chavre on oe the ſea/ons bring, | | 
— edn ö 
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And marble towers and walls of brafff 
In his rude march he levels low: 
But time. deſtroying far and wide, 
Love frem the foul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The gen le godhead can remove. 
And drive him trom the bleediug heart 

To mingle with the ble:s'd above, 
Where known to all his kindred tran, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Twin bam from heaven together came : 

When dy ng ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, vj 
When time and death ſhall be no more. -— —- 


SONG. 


Air [ris and her ſwain 
Were in a ſhady bower, 
At his band advacting Fi 
Upon her _ =: 
He faid, O ! kiſs me langer, 7, 
Longer yet and longer, =—_ 
If you would make me bleſt. __ 
n _ 
By truſting is undone, =—_ 
Our (x is oft betray'd 
— toon; 
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Makes death appear too flow, 
And life too Jong to laſt; 
Oh, /ris! kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate, 
Kindly fill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 


Its. 
You fondly court your bliſs, 
And no advances make; 
i not for maids to kiſs, | 
But tis for men to take. 
. So-you may kiſs me kindly, 
And I will not rebel, 
Thirfis may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly; 
But never kiſs and tell. 


ALTERNATIVE. 
And may I kiſs you kindly ? 
Ter you mo» bif me bindh. 
And kind'y RI] and kindly ? 
And tindh fill ond kindly. 


And wl you not rebel? 


And I will nat rebel, © 
Then, love. l' kifs 3 

Kindly 11 and ki 
400 never kiſs and tell. 


» 


* 
— 
. 


nn , OO OO I 


S ON 6. 
u bright Vera, hither 8), 
e. 


1 


* — 


* 


- = 


* 1 a FOO” 1 95 2 | 
* 
or CHOICE SONGS. 
a % 


As may the abſent ſun ſupply, _— 
. Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, | 
8 And all my forrows bamith : 
k Before the fun of thy bright eyes, 
All gloomy terrors vaniſh. 

No longer let me figh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded treaſure : 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made tor pleaſure ? 


The petty powers of hell deſtroy ; «Nj 

To ſave s the pride of heaven: #2 oO 
| To you the firſt, if you prove coy ; = 
| I kind, the laſt is given. | _—_— 


| The choice then ſure's not hard to mae. 
| i 
| * 


Bet wixt a and evil: 


| Which title had you rather take, 
| My goddeſs, or, my devil ? 


% O N G. | * 


IE ! Liza, ſcorn the little arts 
| Which meaner beauties uſe, 
| Who think they ne'er ſecure our hearts, 
LE Unleſs they ſtill refuſe ; 
[ Are coy and ſhy ; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſion higher; >= 
| It quickly palls deſire. i ji I 
| Come let's not tr fle time away, .. 
_ you know not why ; „ 
What death you mean to die ! ' 2. 


* * 


* 


„ 
Aud lose no more be eroſt: 
: Ah! Liza, when the jys are known, 


You'll curſe the mgaces halt. 


— — 
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| 
E wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues, | 
D Thek wes are the bane of your charms : 
Beau'y, play 4 L reaſon, will certainly loſe, 


| 3 Young Demon deſpis d for his plainneſs of parts, 
1 Has worth that a woman would prize; 
3 run the race ant tho” he heavily ſtaru, 


q And difoxce the hart: winded wiſe. 


4 i fool is a faint in the temple of love, 
And koeels all his lite there to pray; 
ies ent bet honks in, end mat: s hate to remove, . 
| 3 | 
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Tells and Flavia every hour, 
Da var ou hearts ſurpriſe; AE: | 

%% foul bes all her power, 

nnd Flens's iy ber eyes. TE 


Goole Ike Brizein's 1 
175 Ger eyftivaced lands; — 


Wen on #01 


Then, boaſt, fair Flle, Nn 
Thy beauty's only tore : 


5 all he pirates ana tal, 
There's none like pt Sally's 
| 2's the during ing dents 4 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 

There is no lady in the land 

Is halt fo ſweet as Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And lhe lives in our alley. 
| Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
b- hed through Os an ns xy Yan y, 
Her mother the tells laces long, 

To tuch as pleaſe to buy em: 
But ture tuch folks cou'd ner beges 
| So tweet a girl as Sally; — 
- = She is the darling of my heart, 
| And ſhe lives in our alley. 
| When ſhe is by, | leave my work, 
| l lose her fo 3 
My matter comes like any Turi, 

And td. 
tra | 
* is the dar ug of ay ee 
And the lives n our alley, «4 


Of all the days are in the weeks, 
I dearly love but ane day, pgs" 7 
And that's the day that cn. | 
The Seizroay and Nianday, 
_ Forthen Fas cect @ all my b-ft, 
T's waik.,.abcoad with Say: 
1 Ef 
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| 2s text is ed: : 
church in eren e, 
nk aw+y with Salh ; 
4 * She is 1+ darling of my heart, 2 
4 24 And ſhe lues in our alley. 5 


: +; When Chri//mar comes about again, 
_— 0 then 1 ſhall have money. 

vn board it vp and box it all, ; 4 
Aud give it to my honey: b 
' And wou'd it were ten thouſand pound. h | 

Fd give it all ro Sally; . 
de is the darling of my beart, 
** And ſh: lives in our alley. 


. - My aſter and the neighbours all, 
L * Make game of me and Sally: 
2 (bur for ber) I'd better be 
= FA flave and row a galley; | 
3 | "But when my ſeven long years are out | 
3 0 then I'l marry Sally,' | | 
0! then we'll 1 we'll bed ; 


i We Wee 


. 9 
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you have a young virgin of fifteen years? 
| ov muſt tickle her fancy v ch ſweets and dears, 
ver and playing and ſweetly, ſweetly 

Hg =” Ying a jo e-ſounct, and charin her ears; 
S Wu. prettily talk ber down, 
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Be at her each moment, and briſkly, deiſkly = 
t put ber in mind, how ber time 2 = 
| * Rattle and prattle altho' the — = 
| ' Rouſe her and toute her from morn till ne 3 

And ſhew her ſome hour 4 

You are able tograpple, | 
And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


| r Gy 

That's kept by a fumbler 

| You muſt rail at her keeper, 99 tell her, © 
That picafure's beſt charm is variety; 

Swear her much tairer than all the town, 

bs Try her and ply her when Cully's gone, 

Dog her and jog her, 

And meet her and treat her, 

And k'is with a guinea, and all's your own, 


* 
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* 
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H love ! if a god thou wilt be, 
Do ju'tice in tavour of me; 
For yonder approaching | ſee; 
| A man with a beard, 
* Who, as I have heard, 
| Hath often undone 
Poor maids that have none, 
With fighing and toying, 
And crying and "rjag, 
And ſuch kind of toolery. 


. 4H x. 


Fair maid, by your leave, 

My heart does receive * 

Strange pleaſure to meet you 2 
Nar offer to go, 

I'll do yon no harm | ſwear, 

* <5: a_ 
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By Phebur and Fove, 


= 
Sus 


mother is ſpinning ar home, 
nr. 
And we are a milking come; 

" Their dinner they want; 
Tuben pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado on't, 

Nor give us affront; 
We're none of the town 

Will lie down for a crown, 


Then away, Sir, and give us room. | 


H s. 


By honour and love, 
I'll do thee, dear ſweet, no harm; 
Ye're as freſh as aroſe, 
I want one of thoſe ; 
Ab! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm, 
$-ad! * 
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All 
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powdered down from his pericrane, 


At 3 8 
night pigs in a garret too 
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M g a8 a roſe, 
Lake no ipouie — 


N 
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And with noſe full of inuſh, 
. 
vein, 


bo, ww came of dig ofvats 
Yet with dozics a br EF * 
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Patrim 
= ny out run, 
make a fine (how to carry 
thee 
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can 6 wv 
marry thee, 


Then, 
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Tho? our graveneſs is pride, 
AIR Givdys the WASWLY vanernte, | 
He that gets a good bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate; 
Off then goes the diſguiſe, "I 
To bed ia his arms he'll carry thee ; i 
Then to be happy and wile, F 
Take yea and vay to marry thee, } 
4 S O N G. 
11 Sunday at St James's pray'rs, 
| The prince and princeſs by; 
i drefs'd all in my whalebone airs, 
Sat in a cloſet nigh, 
1 bow'd my knees, I beld my book, | 
r | 
=— Bux was perverted by a look, * 
woch pierc'd me from the door. 
nid thoughts of heaven | came io uſe, Wy. > 
. 


With the dev outeſt care; 
Which gay young Strephon made me loſe, | 
. 
. a | 
WE gave, love, faid be, by alt ador's, | N 
Et b k My tender heart has won: 
al peeviſh at the word, 
* Be 


5 


Defir'd he might be gone. 

went quite out of fight, while I 
A & kinder anſwer meant; 

| | Nor 6d 1 for wy fins thar day, 


o 41 ; 
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4 Qve, thou art the beſt of buman joys, 
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All other pleaſures are but toys, 
Muſic without thee is but noile, 
Beauty but an empty ſhow. 
Heaven that knew beſt what men cou'd move, 
And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, 
Said, Let him be, and let bim love, 
That only muſt his ſou] improve, 
Howe er philoſophers diſpute. 


TD 3 


Eſpairing beſide a clear fiream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. 


EY 17 
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The wind that ble w over the plain, 
To his fighs with a ſigh did reply; 
A And the brook, in return to his pain, 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
Alas! filly ſwain that I was ; | 
(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd); . 
When firſt 1 beheld that fair face, 
Novere better by far 1 had dy'd : 

| She talk d. and | bleſs'd her dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, it was pleaſure to great : 

I liften'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
| Was mghtingale ever fo ſweet ! 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 

| She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 

| Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 9 

To forfake the fine folk of the town ; = 

| To think that a beauty fo gay, . > 
3 So kind and fo conſtant would prove; f i 
| Or go clad like our maidens in gray, _— 


Or live in a cottage os love ? 
_ Whatthough | have ſkill to complain, 

Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd, 
+ What tho*, when they hear my ſoft trains, © 
| The virgins fit weeping around? 
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| A damſe! lay deplori 
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Ab. Colin! thy b 
N 


| Tho' theo” the wide world | _ - 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 


Twas bers to be falſe and tochange, 
| Tu mine to be conſtant and die. 


And fee me laid low in the ground: 

& The laſt humble boog that I crave, 

Ito ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
wad when ſhe looks down on my grave, 

&. Et her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Y | ano po ny 
Aj  -. And deck in golden array ; 
Perun 

n 


— — ot or ſeen, 
. 
an glide over the green. 
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. when the ſeas roaring, 
Nabe appar, 


A , 
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The merchant robd'd of treaſure, 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 


. : 
Pa left to make my moan : 
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And nine long tedious days; . , 
Why didſt thou vent rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the teas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt : 
Ah ! what's that troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? | 


Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 


To of my dear ! 


She bow'd ber head, and dy'd. 
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In caaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
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—— tubelan 


1 'E 2d we my Damon, or relief; 
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remove, 
_— 22 
forſa nymphs are ſeen, 


Upon wy dear's dlvding tongue, 
That . 


You wou'd have thought an angel ſpoke. 


Too happy nymph, who'er ſhe be, 
now enjoys my charming be; 


For oh ! I fear it to my coſt, 


She's found the heart that 1 have ick. - 


Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, 
A ſnake may hide, or take its birth; 
So his falſe breaſt, conceal it did 


His beart. the ſnake that there lay hid. 


"Tis falſe to fay, we happy are, 
Since men delight thus to enſnare; 
In man no woman can be bleſs d, 


_ Their vows are wind, their love a jeſt. 


ve gods, in pity to my grief, 


Damon has enjoy'd. he flees, 


hen | 
4 1 who loves him, dies. 


4 111 
2 r witneſs of my love: 


Echoes repeat my plantive mozns ; 
The waters imitate my groans ; 
285 9 
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boughs recline, 
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Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, 
figh'd alone: 


Sad | 
From the cbearlets dawn of morning, | "A 


Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing , thus ſhe made; her moan, 
Hope is bank d. | 

Joys are vaniſh d 
Damon my below 'd is gone. 


Time, 1 dare thee to diſcover | | 
Such a youth and fuch a lover : * 4 
Oh ! fo true, (© kind was he ! | | 
Damon was the pride 7 
Charming in his every feature ; 
W ako 1 2 
Meleing kits, 
* Murm ring bliſſes, 

. Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we ? 


»» 
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| | He lo 8 he left his flocks, 
And wand'ring oP 
He novuriſh'd wo. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; 


"Md u3 the reetes of bis wo; 
She alt d; but with an air and mien, 


11 tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain ; 
You are the cauſe of all my care: 
Four eyes ren thouſand dangers dart; 


mEEr again =» 
—ů — pain. 
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Weng 1 
hee, why ſo pale? | 4 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee, why ſo pale? 


Why ſo dull and mute, young finner ? 
Prithee, why ſo mute ? 

will, when {peaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing do't ? 

Prithee, why fo mute? 


Quit, quit for ſhame ; this will not move, 45 
This cannot take her; I. 
If of herſelt ſhe will not love, 105 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her. 


— — * ; 1 — * 
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friend and I, r 
Pull of fack up wo the trim: 
I drank to my friend, 
And he drank his pot, | 
So we put about the whim : A 
Three bottles and a quart 
We fwallow'd down our throat, —_ 
(But bang fuch puny 3 2 
We laid us all along, - 
And tipe whole bogheads of with eaſe. | 


I heard of a fop 

Thust drank whole 

0 StyF'd bimlelf the proce of ſots: 
* Fe Q.2 

2 


4 
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2 Ado barren i 
flagons, break their pot, 


12 


Melt their 
My friend and 1 did join 
| For a cellar full of wine, | 
And we drank the vintner out of door ; 
We drank it all up 
In a at a ſup, 
and rov'd about for more. 
My friend to me 
Did make this motion, * 
Let us to the vintage 2 
Fhen we imbark'd 
. Upon the ocean, 


2 - i 4 
w = - 
3 « 
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Wbere we found a Spaniſh ſhip 

> Which was 

Tie falors fwore five hundred tun; 
We drank it all at fea, 

+ fe we came voto the 

ff the merchant ſwore de was quite uncore. | 


My friend, not 
Quench'd his WY 
| Said, Let's * I ; 
then we ſail d 

the Canaries, T 
e 

Sis thence — 
2 [Where we drank up all the wine, 

= - Till Bacchus cry'd, Hold ye ſots, or you die, 
Aud fwore he never found, 

EF Yn his univerſal round, 
| Such thirſty fouls as my friend and i. 
Out fie ! cries one, 

What @ beaft be makes him! 

He can neither fland nor go: 
1 : 
3 

1 e you a bealt drink fo? * 


The backward ſpirit it males brave, 


o _ _ 
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u when we drink the leaſt, * 
That we drink moſi like a beaſt ; 

But when we carouſe it fix in hand; 
Ii then, and only then, 
That we drink the moſt like men, 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 


. 
_ 4 
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ET ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe, 
. And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
rm | 

And gluttons glory in ir difh : 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad fouls ; 
Therefore fill us the chearing bowls. 
Let minions marſhal every hair, 
And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear: 
Pure wine is native red and white: 
"Tis wine, &c. 


— 8 - — 


That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to fave, | 
And kindneſs flows trom cups brĩm · ſull: 

"Tis wine, &c. 
Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 

But they want nothing that are drunk: 
Tir wine. pure wine revives fad fouls ; 


AA COLLECTION 


Adieu the flowery meadows, aft face dear to Jocly, 
The ſports and merry glee of Edinborow town; 
Since French and Spaniſh lowns ſtand at bay, 
And valiaat lads of Britain hold em play, 
My reap hook I mann caſt quite away, 
And too like a man. 
Among em for our royal Queen Anne. 
Each carle of Iriſb mettle battles like a dragon: 
The Germans waddle, and Riraddle to the dt um; 
The altar and the butter bawzy Hogan Mogan : 
Good · faith then, Scotiſh; Focky mauna lie at hame: 
For ſince they are gang ing to bunt renown, 
And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monſieur down, 
Tn follow for a pluck at his crown, 
To ſhew that Scotland can 


| Excel em for our royal Queen Anne. 
| Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cndgelling Den Diego, 
bs ich ſtrutting ratcallons, 
plundering the galleons: 
| Tach briſk valiant fellow 
Fought at Rondondellonw, 
And thoſe who dd met 
With the New/7undlanzd fleet; 
When for late ſucceſſes, 
Which Europe conteſſ:s, 
At land by our gallant commanders ; 
_ The Dutch in ſtrong beer, 
Shon'd be drunk for a year, 
| With their general s health in Flanders. 
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HE ordnance aboard, 
Z Such joys does afford, 
. no mortal, no 
No mortal e er more can deſite: 
| Ezch member repairs 
From the tower to the flairs, 
| apt wi, and by water H, 

© _ g9 to fire 
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And whene'er they diſcharge, 
There's a boo huzza, a bo huzza, a bas huzza, 


Guns and bumpers go off together. 


Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars, 


To enable him, enable him, enable him, 


Enable him to conquer the faſter : 
But Mars, had he been 
Upon our Mal wich 


Her, 
To have heard h huzza, boo huzza, boo huzza, 


He'd have od great Mar/borough his maſter. 


SON G. 


Eave off your fooliſh prating. 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 
The bottle ſtands before ye, | | 
Fill it up to the top, I 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd, ; 
Drink about, fee it out, y 


If claret be a bleſlizg, 
„This night devote to pleaſure ; 
Let worldly cares, 
And (tate affairs, | WE _ 
Be thought on at more leiſure ; | s 
Fill it up to the top, | a 
Let the night with joy b 
Drink about, fee it out, 
| Love and triendihip fil go round. | | 
Q4 „ 


* 


an 4 corrzerion 


* ie 
To be a party minion, 

Let him drink like me, 

We'l! ſoon agree, 

And be of one opinion : 

Pl yoor giuks, name your laſs, 
See her health go ſweetly round, 

| Drink about, *. 


gut the glaſs then around with the ſun, boys ; 
* -— - - + a 
Thetwinkes hi fo deight, 


= That he's able next morning to light us. 
j . N Drinking's 2 Chriſtian diverſion, 
=—_— Unknown to Turk and the Per fran : 

2 Let Mahometan fools 


= Live by heath'niſh rules, 
And dream oer th-'r tea-pots and coffee; 
8 While the brave Br:tons ſing, 
= - And drink healths to their king, 
3 And * for — end fob. 
S 0 N G. 


the lover is 
=_ With my friend Il de frinking, 
dich vigour purſue my delight; 
= While the fool is degning, 

His fatal confining, 


« 4 * 


With Bacchus Ti ſpend the whole night. 


With the god 'I be jolly, 
. 


c 


| 


But when it its beauty loſes, 


And be forc'd to die a maid ! 


Vil trip the garden and the grove, 


A graſſy nr 
a boughs 
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Fickle woman to marry implore; : 
Leave my bottle and friend, "i 
For ſo fooliſh an end! | I 
When 1 do, may I never drink more. 


S O N. 

Elia, let not pride unde you, 
| Love and hfe fly ſwiftly on; 
Let not Damon (till purſue you, 
Still in vain, till love is gone - 
See how fair the blooming role is, 
See by a'l how juſtly priz'd ; 


See the wither'd thing deſpis'd. 
When thoſe charms that youth have Int yous 
Like the rofes are decay'd, 
Celia, you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a maid ! 
Die a maid ! die a maid ! die a maid ! 
Celia, you'll too late repent you, 


S O N G. 
'LL range around the ſhady bowers, 
And yg*ther all the ſweeteſt flowers; 


To make a garland for my love. 


| When ia the ſultry heat of day, =_ 
My thirſty nymph does panting lie, »M 
Vll haſten to the tountain's brink,  » * 


And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink. 
At night when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 


And with 


rs Getty ; 


n 1 
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gloomy ſhades away 
Forth to the foreſt I'll repair, , 
And find proviſion for my fair. 
Thus will 1 ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight: 
Regarding voting | endure, 
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But if the maid whom thus 1 love, 
Should e er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
Tu feek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 


22 — 5 
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HO” cruel you ſeem to my pain, | 
| And hate me becauſe I am true; ; 
Yet Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, 

Who has other nymphs in his view, 
j 's a trifle to him, . 
= Tome what a heaven it would be! 
” To him but a woman you ſeem, 
dat ah! youre an angel to me: 
Thofe lips which he touches in haſte, 

To them | forever could grow, | | 
Still clinging around that dear wailt, . 

Whick he ſpans as beſide him you go: 
That arm like a lily fo white, | 

Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 
My boſom could warm it all night, 

My lips they would preſs it all day. 
Were I like a monarch to reign, 

Were graces my ſubjects to be, 


2 L 
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rd leave them and fly to — 4 
To dwell in a cottage with thee. 


But if 1 muſt feel thy diſdain, 


if tears cannot cruelty drown, 


o! let me not live in this pain, 


Hot give our ay CI EI 
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roſy bowers, where ſleeps the god of love, 
Hither, ye little waiting Capids, fly ; 
Teach me, in foft melodious fong, to move 
With tender paſſion my heart's darling joy : 
Ah! let the ſoul ot muſic tune my voice, 


To win dear Strephon, 3 


or if more in 
Is, to be briſk and airy, 
With a ſtep and a bound. 
And a triſk from the ground, 
I'll crip like any fairy: 
As once on Ida 
Were three celeltial bodies, 
With an air and a tace, 
And a ſhape anda grace, 


— 


Let me charm like beauty's goddeſs. 


Ab ! ah: "tis in vaio, "tisall in vain, 
Death and muſt end the fatal pain; 
Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain, 


Falls on on. black winds in tempeſts blow : 


My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulſe beats a dead march for loſt 


And do fobd lum of ice my poor food heart is frone, 


Or fay; ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall 1 thaw myſelf, or drown 
Among the foaming billows, 


Increaſing all with tears 1 hed ; 


On beds of 00ze and chryſtal pillows * 
Lay down my love ſick head ? r 


Py 
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No, ne, Fil firaight run mad, 
- That foon my heart will warm; 
When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm : 
Wild thro” the woods I'll fly, 
My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore ; 
A thouſand thouſand deaths I'll die, 
Fre thus in vain! ere thus in vain adore. 


SS _- 
H! lead me to ſome peaceful 


gloom, 
Where none but fighing lovers come, 
Where the ſhrill 


I again : 
Is — On ſtill a flave ? 


bo. 


T_T ©" |} 
— 15 | 


. again: 
E ' What comfort can a huſband have, 
To rule the bouſe where he's a ſlave ? 


* by SON G. | 
pious Selinda goes goes to prayers, " 
if 1 bot aſk a favour ; 45 


ber the tender fol's in tears, | | 
W a OY 1 
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With light united, day they give, 
But different fates ere night fulfil : 

How many by his warmth will live ! 
How many will her coldnels kill! 


Rama 
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Sat in a lovely grove, 
Contriving crowns of hlies, 
| Repeating tales of love, 
And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not name. 


| But, as they were a-playing, 
She ogled fo the ſwain, 
It fav'd her plainly ſaying, 

Let's kiſs to cale our pain, Ge. 
A thouſand times he kiſs'd ber 

Upon the flow'ry green: 

A pretty leg was ſeen, Oc. 
30 t A - - 

His ardour ſtill increas'd ; 
And, greater joys purſwag, 
He wander'd o'er her breaft, 6c. 
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But Phillis did recover | 
Se bluſhing afk'd her lover, 
5 Shall we not kifs again? &c. 

ru natureata (and, 

J From talk they fell to ſleeping, 
B 1 4 each other's hand, &c. 
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Zounds'! you are mad, cone jad, 
Begone, and don't prate. 


SHE, 
How think ye I ſhall do, 
With Hob and Sue, 
And all our brats 3 
When l am rich with plunder, 


Thou my gain ſhalt ſhare. 
SHE. 


My ſhare will be but ſmall, I fear, 
When bold dragoons have been pickering there, 
And the flae flints the Germans ſtrip em bare. 
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| Yet fain I'd know for what 
You're all fo hot, 


Ws RR 


Ab Jobs? take care, Jobn ! 
And learn more wit. 
Hs. 
At this rate till, 
| Grudge my preferment ? 
SHB 


u i 
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For if the gipfies don't lie, wheel 

0 
8 . 
——— — 
3 e 
on mean ! 
Ha. | 

| | And foot it to court to the king and the queen, 


happen ſt to 
For money, r | 
Kt 5g are ined wor the polyol. Y 
Hs. | | 


San, 
fo loſe a limb by a ſhot or a blow, 2 
What thin thn ofthe road they 2 
SHE, 
The high way tobe hang'd. 
TIM PS: H s. 
Nice pms g howe'er yields profit for life ; 


to another's fine wife. 
R _ "Bac: 


1'll help ſome fine lord 


_—_- 


That's 


And Fil to my plough. 
BoTH 46411. 
Let all our whole care, Ge. 
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8. 
too 


To make our corn grow, and our apple-trees bear. 


| Born. 
Ambition's a trade no contentment can ſhow. | 


SH x. 
So I'll to my diſtaff. 


4 


dangerous the town-crew : 
For ſome of thera will do the fame thing with you; 
And then I to cuckold ye 
Faith, Colin, tis better I fit here and ſpin. 
| Hs. 
Will nothing prefer me, what think M of the Jaw ? 
SHE. 

Oh ! while you live, Colin, keep out of that paw. 
Hs. 

Fl cant and I'll pray. 

$4 Ex. 
Ab! there's nought got that way: 
There's no one minds now what theſe black cattle ſay, 
Let all our whole care be our farming affair. 


may be drawn in; 


And 
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HE. 
oxen do low, 


And -trees 
4 __y 
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graſs is mown ; 
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Fate gave me for life a place. 
| SHE. 

| Where hay's well cock d, 

And udders are ſtroak d; 


„ ä , 4 — 
, FF . P „ * 5 


Y : * o 
- © 
1 * 
— . F * = 289 


Cry, quack, quack, quack ; 
Where turkeys lay exgs, 
And ſwine fuckle pigs; 
Oh ! there would I paſs my days. 
. 
On nought we will 
But what we can breed; 
SHE. 
And wear on our backs 
The wool of our flocks; 
And though linen feel 
Rough, ſpun from the wheel, 
'Tis cleanly tho coarſe it comes. 
HE. 
Town follys and cullys, 
And Mollys and Dollys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever. 
SHE. 
And beaux, that in boxes 
Lie ſmuggling their doxies, | 
— With wigs that hang down to their buas, 
HE. 
Goodb'ye to the mall, 
The park and canal, 
St James's 
And flaunters there, 
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HE. 
And well fare the lad, 6 
Improves ev'ry clod, 
Who ne'er ſets his hand 
To bill or to bond: 
SHE. 
For wine or the pox, 
To chouſe him of half his days. 
_ HE. 
But fiſhing and fowling, 
And hunting and 
His paſtime is ever and ever: 
; SHE. 
Whoſe lips when ye buſs 'em, 
Smell like the bean- bloſſom ; 
Oh ! he 'tis ſhall have my praiſe. ; 
HE. | [ 


f 


8 
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That fd be run doen: 
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* SHE. 
| With city jackdaws, 
: To meaſure by yards and ella. 
1 
— And packers and tackers, 
> For ever adieu, and for ever; 
| We know what you're doing; : 
| And home we are going; 
| And fo you may ring your bells. 4 
=. 
F all comforts | miſcarried, 


| When | play's the fot and married, 
a 'Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't ; | 
[ Thoſe that are in, wou d fain get out on't. 
: SHE. 
4 Pie! my dear, pray come to bed, - 
: Too much drink your brains have dos'd, 
| You'll be quite alter'd when repus'd 
| HE. 1 
Oons ! tis all one if Fm up or ly down, 
For as ſoon as the cock crows I'll be gone. 
| SHE. 
| Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me; 
"x Was I, was | made a wiſe to lie alone? 


c . HE. | 
Prom your arms myſelf divorcing, 
:  T this morn muſt ride a-courſing, 

A ſport that far excels a madam, 


Or all the wives have been ſince Adam. 


, FE 
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| HE. 
| tha. what care 1! drink your flops till you die; 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month trom home, 
SHE. 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted ; 
When l, Wing come. 
: E 


And in dull abience paſs'd the day, 
* What at home was doing ? 


With chat and play, 
We were gay, Z 
I * Night and day, | 
_ Good chear and mirth rengwing ; | 
1 Singing, laughing all, like pretly pret' poll, N 
Was no fop fo rude, boldly to intrude, | 
And like a ſaucy lover wou'd 2 | 
Court and teaſe my lady ? 


ws 
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Tell me with 3 K 2. 
how ſhe cou'd with patience | 
* All be did and vtter'd? 


| 1 He ſtill — 


Still careſi d. | 4 
Kiſe'd and prefs'd, * | 
Sung, pratii d. laugh'd, and futter'd: 9 


\ 


Well receiv'd in {in al * 


Did be go away, at the cloſe of day, 
or did he er uſe to ſtay, 
The want of light, 
When 'twas night, 
Spoil'd my fight ; 

But J believe his lodging pretty hell. 
Was within her call, like pretty pr 


. es : 
: POT PETS ISS 


| ” 
| Sung by Pink merry Andrew to Leverigo the 
— "wy | ] 
* 
EI TO" a 
—} Of all ſizes and forts, "Ky 
Coach'd b 


Jamſel and fare, «* I 
Conch'l damſ _ * 
3 Tarpaulins, Tru babies, L 
| Lords, ladies, fows 
And in ſcores : „ k boning. 
— hawling, ſome 

Some loving, ſome wag. | 
| With legions of furbelow'd whores ; 

To the tavern ſome go, 

And fome to a ſhow, —_— 
| Tex popats for mapa e | _ 
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E, _ Some yearly get fairly 


3 E. Sire, ſee here! a doctor rare, 
wos travels much at home! 

Here take my bills, they cure all ills, 

Palt preſent and to come; 

Tube cramp, the ſtitch, the ſquirt, the itch, 
Tobe gout, the ſtone, the por, 
Aud all Pander box: 
_ Theufands I've diſſected, 
4 Thoufands new erected, 
4 . As none e er can tell 8 * 
| Let the palfie ſhake ye, 2 
„ 
— RX 
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Come, wits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen, 
Asad beaux who've one your backs, 
Great belly'd maids, tounder'd nde 
Kr 
I ſoon remove the pains of love, 
And cure the amorous maid, 
The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 
The living and the dead ; 
1 clear the laſs with wainſcot face, 
And trom pim ginets free, 
ens tediee red the Reece head 5 
With toping ratafee. 
This, with a jirk, will do your work, 
And ſcour you o'er and o'er ; 
Never believe me more. 


—— 


s ON G. 
In ! the charming month of May, 


When the breezes 
Fan the trees, is 


Buſh and meadow, tree aud field: 
Oh ! wuhat joy, &c. Charming joys, &c- 


o! how freſh the morning air, _ 


When the zephyrs 
And the heifers 


Their odorif rous breath compare 
0b? tow freſh, &c. Charming freſh, &c. _ 
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green go 
Oh! how kind, &, Charming kind, &c. 
" "Oh! how fweet it is to ſpy, 
At the concluſion, 
Her deep confuſion, 
Bluſhing cheeks and down-caſt eye 
0h ! how fweet, &c. Charming ſweet, &c. 


Who on the ſkimming diſh carves her name, 
Ob ! the charming curds and cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. 


9 


S O NG. 
Upid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, 
Texcrthe enamour duo lan 
Did not love inſpire their glory, 
| Love does all that's great below, 


9 


s O N 6. 


3 Y Chlee, why do ye flight me, 
| M Since all you aſk you have ? 


or CHOICE SONGS. 


Good nature to diſcover, 3M 
Uſe well your faithful lover, 
Fi} be no more a rover, | 15 


n | «449 
oy + | the kind phyſician, 5 
And you the patient grown ; 
All own you're wondrous pretty, 
Weil thap'd, and alſo witty, | 
Enforc'd with generous pity, » 
Then make my caſe your own. 


The filver ſwan, when dying, 
— Has molt melodious lays, 
Like him, when life is flying, 

in ſongs l end my days: 2 
But know, thou cruel creature, NS 
My foul ſhall mount the fleeter, | 
And I ſhall fiag the ſweeter, 

By warbling forth thy praiſe. 


S ON G. 


N this grove my Strephon walk d, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk d; 
Here he lou d, &c. 


In this place his loſs I prove, 
A fad remembrance of our love, 


In this grove my Strephon ſtray d, 
Here he ſmil'd, and there betray d; 
Here he ſinil d, &c. 
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ing from bis tower, 
To court her in a filver ſuower: 
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| The ſhining flakes flew to her breaſts, 

Alte birds unto their neſts ; 
t being outdone with whiteneſs there, 
For grief difſolv'd into a tear; 3 
Thence flowing down her garment's 
— cont 


1 F Wy _ 


_ = 


hs Nr 
: 4 2 5 4 2 . 6 
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exCH 
To bring her under, "I 
She's all a wonder | 3 

From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, 

To quote dull pages, 

"That in all ages 

Our minds are free: 

Though great your ſkill is, 

| So ſtrong the will is, 

My love for Phillis 
Muſt ever be. 


— 


. 
Ge. 
A nywph exceeding gay 

Came there to ſeek her love ; 
But finding not her ſwain, 

She fat her down to gri 
And thus ſhe did complai 


men, | 


Of falſe deluding 

Whoſe pride is to enſnare 
Each female that they can : 

My perjur'd ſwain bg ſwore 2 

A thouſand oaths, to prove 1 

(As many have done before) 

How true he d be to love. 


= 
x 
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or CHOICE FouCs ES 
isa not to behold the beauty 


'Tis 10 —- but 1 know ay duty, 
And dare never name the thi 


ris at worſt but her denying, 
Why ſhou'd 1 thus learful be ? 


Every minute, gently flying. 
Smiles and ſays, Make uſe of me. 


What the fun does to the rofl : 
While the beams play ſweetly in, 
And I dare not name the thi 4 

Yet I die if I conceal it ; 

On this bank of pinks and lilies, 

| Might | ſpeak what 1 would do, 

1 wou'd —— with my lovely Phillis, 
wou d; I wou'd —— Ab! wou'd you. 

1 * of 

S O N . 

The" Ehopes Wat © agg, 

W 

| W hat has the now to — 

What has ſhe now, &c. 
50 log the kept ber ade fo cloſe, 
Compell d thro want, the wretel i i 


To pity fuch's lavy jade, | 
2 SONG. 
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Hen Clive we ply, 


We ſwear we ſhall die, 
eyes do our hearts ſo enthrallʒ 


| if ever you die, 

| 6 xy HOY 

But lefs than a year, 
Will make it appear, 

Tis all arrtifice, artifice all. 


In matters of tate, 
And party-debate, 
For chaveh and for jullice we bawl ; 
But if you'll attend, 
You'll fiad in the end, 


«a. 1 was what 


a - ” a6 a 
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They long y. 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 

8222 
But now fortune s cruelty, cruelty, 
You will ſee ; for as they lie, 


26 A COLLECTION 


Can indulge every taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull reputation confin d 
When we'er young, fit to toy, 
| Gay delights we enjoy, 
And have crouds of new lovers ſtill 
; When we'er old and decay'd, 


We procure for the trade, 
Still in every age we are doing, 


If a cully we meet, 

We ſpend what we get 
Every day, for the next never think ; 
When we die, where we go 
* We have no ſenſe to know, 
ora bawd always dies in her drink, 


S 0 2 0 
April morn,. when from the ſea 


- O* Phebus was juſt appearing, 
Long ſettled love 


Net in- a grove, 1 
On 


parents unrelenting; 
He bred of Tory-race had been, 
She of the tribe diſſenting. 


| Celia, whoſe eyes outſhone the god, 
Newly the hills adorning, 
i noma nent be ſtark mad, 
She mi prayers that > 
. 
Shou'd my rough dad know how I'm blefs d, 


« 
© Qr where vile money taints the mind, 
| 5 "They for coaveaicacy , court it: 
3 8 3 3 3 4 
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rt iſe his glory, 
Swears he'll exaltq vaſſal true, 

Let it be Mig or Tory. 


S O N 6. 

Mongſt the willows on the graſs 7 
r 4 
1 Willy cour y Beſs ; A 
"Ari Nell food lining by ; 
Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two months before we marry. 
Na, no, fie no, never tell me fo, 

For a maid FI live and die; 

| Says Nell, fo ſhall not J. 

Says Nell, &c. 


And kiſſes mixt between, 
He with a ſong did charm her ear, 
inking ſhe chang d bad been; 


* 


pleaſure! 
——— ö 
41 
more 
Breed Nelly ie. 
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Toe deset Ill repair, 

Aud read on godly books, 

Loth Nell, that likely hooks. N 

You men. are all per ſidious, "IM 
But 1 will be religious, 

Try all flyall, and while I breath defy all. 
| Your ſex I now deſpiſe. 

Sue Nell, &c. 


Like glaring colours on a wall 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our ears are abſent from the feaſt, 
One ſenſe is ſurfeĩted with ſweets, 


. 


or CHOICE zo EY 


Were it not for trifles a few, ' \ 

That lately came into the play, 

Wooden Tp he wt > > Ft 

The women want ſomething to ſay. 

What makes men trifle in dreſſing ? ” 

Admire, by often careſſing 

er. a beau. 

When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Mie e half a moment to fit ? 
Or who is't cou'd bear a tea table, 
Without talking trifles for wit ? 
The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we ſee ; 
White rods are no trifles lm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers ray be. 
But if you will go to the place, 
Where trifles breed ; 
The levee will ſhew you, his Grace 
Makes promites trifles indeed! 


( be. 


But if you'll contrive how to drink it, . 
You'll find it no trifling by Gad. * 


A parſog's a trifle at ſea, 
A widow's a trifle in forrow, 
A peace is a trifle to-day, 
To break it is a trifle to-morrow. 
S 4 4 


— 
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A black coat a trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; : 
But if once the army is broke, 
ee Rr 


# 


The hoole they with trifles fo throog. | j 


But with people's malice to trifle, f 
And to ſet us all on a foot; q 

The author of this is a trifle, | 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. | 


— 


S O N G. 


EE I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
et I tremble and | faiat, 
Ia the middle of the fair. 


Oh ! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay; 
Now's the time he ſoon might move 
A young heart unus'd to love. 


A I will fs U. if he's cus. 
Whe's falſe, FI fit him too. 


or CHOICE 5OWGS. * 


SONG. 


Women and Wine. 


Ome ſay women are like ſea, 

8 Some the waves and ſome the rocks, 
Some the roſe that ſoon decays, 

Some the weather, ſome the cocks ; 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar d ſo well, 
As wine, wine, women and wine, 


They run in parallel, 


Women are witches when they will, 
So is wine, fois wine, 
They make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill, 
The ſoidier, layer, and divine; 
They put a gigg in the graveſt ſkull, 
And fend their witts to gather wool; 
Tis wine, wine, women and wine, "> 
They rua in parallel. | 9 
What is't makes your face fo pale, F 
What is't makes your looks divine, 
What makes your conrage riſe and fall? 
Ils it not women, is it not wine? | 
Whence proceed the inflaming doſes, 8 
That ſet fire to your noſes ? | 
From wine, wine. women and wine, 


They run in parallel. 62.4. [ 


S ONG. Fo 
Qu'd you chuſe a wiſe, 5 9 
For a happy life ? "Ss 
Leave the court and the country take, 
Where Dolly.aud Sue, . 
- Young Moth and Proc, 
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| Then look at their watch, 
And wonder they roſe up fo ſoon. 


Then coffec and tea, 
Both green and bohea, 
Are ſerv u to their tables in plate, 
= Where tattles do run, 
4 As ſwiſt as the ſun, 
of what they have won, 
1 and who is undone, 
| Dy their gaming and fitting up late. 
Tho” brown as my beer, 
That knows how to govern her houſe, 
That can milk her cow, | 
Or farrow her ſow, 
Make butter and cheeſe, 
Or gather green peaſe, 
n. 
This is the girl 
Worth rabies and pearl; 
A wile that will make a man rich; 


4 
if 
— 


2 1 What taxes would pey; 
| We cave not in faith for fuch. 


r n th. Matar rn td 
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ES I could love, if I could find 
1 A miſtreſs fitted to my mind, 
þ To gy br vire or der ln 
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Loves to go neat, not to go fine, ; 
Loves for myſelf, and not for mine; 

Not city-proud, nor nice and coy, | 

But full of love, and full of joy: F 
Not childiſh young, nor beldame old, 

Nor wiſe to rule the tate, 

Nor fooliſh to be pointed at: 


Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 
Nor chaſte, nor a reputed whore : 
It fuch an one you can diſcover, 
Pray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 
SOUS © 
Leſs d as the immortal gods is he, g . 
The youth who fondly firs by thee, "T 
And hears and fees thee all the while, oy 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 2 
»Twas this bereav'd my foul of reſt, | 
And rais'd fuch tumults in my breaſt ; Fa 
For while l gaz'd in tranſport toſt, | 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt, 8 
My boſom glow'd; the ſubtile flame 1 
Ran quick thro all my vital frame; 3 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 
In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill d, 
My feeble pulſe ſor got to play, 
I fainted, funk, funk, and dy'd away. : 
| Foryour ſuit ig in vain; 
All attempts you can make 
But avgments her diſdain ; 


* 
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She bids give over a 
While tis in your power, 

For except her eſteem 

She can t you no more : 


Yet her I'll adore. 
A heart that's been touch'd 
Win ſome ſympathy bear, 
*T will leſſen my forrows 
If ſhe takes a ſhare; 
III count it more honour 
In dying her ſlave, 
Than did her affections 
The ſteddineſs crave. 


You may tell her 1'1] be 
> Her true lover, tho” ſhe 
& Should mankind deſpiſe 
Dua ot hatred to me; 
Ti mean to give o'er, 

_ _ *Cauſe we get no 
She Joſt not her worth 
Whea I loſt her regard; 
My love on an altar 


I ill 
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1 fill will love on 
Without hopes of return ; 
Has kindled the flame, 
And Pl figh for herſelf 
In another one's name. 


S O N G. 


The tippling Philoſophers. 
lagenes ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, | 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth ; 
But growing as poor as a Fob, 

Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Heraclitus ne er wou'd 
A bamper, to cheriſh his heart ; 
And when he was mandlin wou'd cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 
Tho' ſome are fo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at mens follies and vice, 
"Twas only his cuſtom to drink, | 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 
Deomecrites always was glad 

To tipple and chiriſh his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 

When over a good flowing bowl ; 
2 —— 

iquor he'd merrily quaff: 

And when he was as drunk as a lord, 

At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who caref 
73 Arr. 
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And thought the rich Crefus a flave 
(Tho? 2 king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in bowls ; 
But drinking much talk woyld decline, 
Becauſe twas cuſtom of fools, 
To prattle much over their wine, 


| Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a bottle had beighten d his joys, 
in's cups to the oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted fo wiſe : 
_ Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
| Made wine the delight of his lite, 
0 would never have pros d 
Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


—a ſam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor d the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups and bis quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good, 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it), 
He tinctur d his bath with bis blood, 
80 fancy'd he dy d in his claret. 


3 


. * And when he was whimlical grown, 
With fipping his 
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that maſter of arts, 

Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
is due to the juice of the vine : 

His belly moſt writers agree, 
Was big as a wa 


tring-trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the ſea, 


Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
' He fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
But bad it not been for good wine, , 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have had 


S O N G. 
Down amoag the dead men. 
Ere's a health to the king and a laſting peace ; 


Come, ke vs coinh in white ws have ona, _ 
For there's no drinking after death; _—. 
And he that won't with this comply, * 1 

Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down, down, down, down, 
Down among the dead men, hs bes fie. 


B* our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ng 
OF wi your hats, wi” your knees onthe ground, | 

Take off your all around; 
And he that will nat drink his dry, 


3 &c. let hin lie. 


Let charming beadty's bealth . 
w aa, 


La 
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And may confufion ſtill purfue 
The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew; 
And he that will this . 


uu and the commonweal, 
And patriots to their country leal ; 

But who for bribes gives Satan his foul, 

May he ne er laugh o'er a flowing bowl; 

And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 


Down among, &c. EA 


Ta fmiling Bacchus joys I'll roll, 

+ Deny no pleaſure to my ſou) ; 

| Let Bacchus health round ſwiftly move, 
IF For Bacchus is a friend to love ; 
r 


d., &c. let bin lie. 


mm _— — 8 
$ 0 N G. 


. | 
With a bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewel! be ſhut up, 
* _ And faſt bound to a poſt; | 
*. Les bim be merry merry there, 
nd we'll be merry merry here ; 


1 


ene 


And take his glaſs in courſe, 


May he b oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a penny into his purſe : 
Let him be merry, &c. | 


He that will not merry merry be. 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, _ 


Toa confound him with her noiſes 
La bim > ac. | a 


3 Lf 
» - : F 4 
» May he be 'd with a wiſe, 8 ..j 
* ; kt 
3 ,A\ C 
. 5 | 2 
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With his muftreſs in his bed. | = 
3 in dks cure-pett, - 2 
And me put in his ſtead : 4 
Let him le merry, &c. 5 — 


nnn. 


Ir fill your glaſſes; 
Noble deeds are done by wine 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces: : 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? | N 3 
Look upon this bowl that's 1 
i And a thouſand charms you'll find, k 
More than in Chloe when juſt going, 
| „„ $6 38 WE = 
„ 3 1 
Made friends, and . 
— 


— Y — 
E virgin powers, defend my 5 
From amorous looks and ſmiles ; 
From faucy love, or nicer art, ES © 
_ —— 2 
| That'doto pity move: 3 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. - _E 


. 
* 
= 
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There place a guard of pride. 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, though pare 
Needs every virtue 's aid; 
And the who think "herſelf 


The foonelt is betray d. 
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. ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow, * 
Which long ago was mad*, . 
Oblige us to each other now, 
. tes poli is decay'd ? 
| We lov'd, and we lov'd | 1 
long as we cou'd, | | 
BIT out of us both; 
, But our marriage is dead, e 
1 | When the pleaſure is fled ; | 
=  *T gas pleaſure firſt made it an oath. 7 
If 1 have pleaſures for a friend, 
And. further love in ſtore, 4 
| And who cou'd give no more ? | \ 
„ "Tis © madueſs that he 
| '*  Shou'd beyealous of me, 
LL Or that | ſhou'd bar him of another; 
"= For all we can gain, 5 
4 = | 7 — ch ourſelves pain, + 5 
2 
Ln. ST 


* 
M Soft as theſe kind looks the gave me, = 
** * with love's refililefs art, fl 

* And ber eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 

A | "Bur ber conflancy's ſo weak, 

A She's fo r 

nan jealous 
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'LL fail upon the Dog ſtar, 
And then purſue the morning; 


1 


I'll chace the moon till it be noon, 


I'll make her leave her horning. 


I'll climb the froſty mountain, * - . 4 
And there I' coin the weather ; © Wo 
I'll tear the rainbow from the ſky, 
And tie both ends together. 


And croud thera in my budget; | Y 
And whether I'm a roaring boy, 
2 Let Greſham college judge it: 
While I mount yon blue celum, 

To ſhun the ing gipſies; 
83 os ws -— 4a 


* 
=” RY 
4 
0 _ — — — 


OU that love mirth, attend to ray ſong, 
. | A moment you never can better employ z — 7 * 
F Sawny and Teague were trudging along. | _ 
A bonny Scots lad, and an Iriſh dear joy; 4 _ 
They neither before had feen a wind-mill, 


” E .M 4 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name ; 2 
As they were a- walking, 2 J 

_—_ 

And merrily talking, * 


At laſt by mere chance to 2 windmill they came. 


Haba! cries Say, what do ye ca” that? 

To tell the right name o'r I am at a loſs. 
Teague very readily anſwer d the Scot, 
. lndeed 1 believe it'ſh ſhaint Patrick's croſs. 
ys Saway, you'll find yourlell meikle miſtaken, 
For it is Saint Andrew's cro(s 1 can ſwear ; 
Fro For there is his bonner, 


8 Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 


Sawny tehee'd, to ſee how poor T 
Lay 


dd es 


T. 
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Nay, o my ſhoul joy, thou telleſht all lees, 
For that 1 will ſhwear is ſhaiat Patrick's dat: 
I ſheet him in Ireland buying the freeze, 
And that I'm ſhure iſh the ſhame thar he booght; 
And he iſh a ſhaint muſh better than ever 
Made either the covenantſh ſolemn or league 
For o my ſhalwaſhien, 5 


my 
And bad a great Kindaeſh for honetht poor Teagne. 


Lay down my ck, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy croſs” feet 1 will fall, 
And ſhay pater-no/hter, and ſhome of our creeds ; 


So Teague began with humble devotion, 


To kneel down before St. — 
The wind fell a 
| And fetita g 
And gave our dear-joy a terrible toſs. 


his ears, and roll on the graſs, 
it was ſurely the de'il's whirly-gig, 

And none (be roar d out) of St. — 
But iſh it indeed, cries he in 2 


paſſion, 
The croſs of our ſhaint that has croſht me fo ſore ; 


Upo” my falwaſhion, 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, 
To truſt to St. Patrick's kindnefs no more. 


$awny to Teague then merrily cry'd, \ 
This patron of yours is 2 very fad loon, 


To hit you fic a fair 2 


Far kneeling before him, and ſeeking a boon: 
Let me adviſe you to ſerve our St. Andrew, 
He, by my fanl, was a very 8 
For ſince your St. Patrick 
Has ſerv'd you fic a trick, 
I'd ſee him hung up e er I ſery'd him again. 
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3 — I've found 

| L can pleaſe me, 
"oth night and day ſhe'lt eaſe we 3 . -.. _ 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my u Tt  - 
— ſhe's enjoy d by all manking, | "3 
Then drink and never ſpare it; | = 


Then kifs and never ſpare it, 

Ti a bottle of good claret. 

; | If you her excellence would taſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your hand ahoue ber wal, a 
As fr hes hens nt ns. I 
Puſh bet home, and you'll find it out; 

Then driok and never ſpare it, ROE 

"Tis a bottle of good claret. * A. 
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With love and ſleep oppreſt ; 
. When a youthful ſwain 
Wiſh'd that he durſt ; 
 - The fweet maid furprize; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
But fear d approaching ſpies. 
As he gaz'd, 1 5 
A gentle Zephyr aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes atide ; 
And the fl:epiug nymph 
Did the charms diſelote, 
Which waking the would hide : 
Iden bis breath grew ſhort, 
And bis pulſe beat higa, 
He Tong'd to touch 
E What he chanc'd to fpy ; 
- Bith a fa, la, la, la, &. _ 
= All amaz'd he flood, 
= > With her beauties fir'd, 
= And ct the courteous wind; 
© +,* Thea in whiſpers ligh'd, 
And the gods deſir'd, 
That Celia might be kind: 

When with hopes grown bold, 
bk | But the lavgh'd aloud 
Ia 2 dream, and again, 
E Witha fa, ls, la, la, &c. 
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Now, now repenting, - 
That he had let her fly, 


* 


4 * ; 2 * 
=_ = » ] 


* 
7 
* 


1 „ * COLLECTION 


H E fages of old 
in prophecy told 
_ The cauſe of a nation's i 
4 But our new Engiiſh wa 


No prophecies need, E * 
For each one here ſecks his own ruin. | 5 
With grumbling and jars, | b3 
We promote civil wars, | 
And preach up tale tenets to many; | b 
We ſnarl and we bite, | | 
We rail and we fight = 


For religion, yet no man has any. 


Then him let's commend, 
. That's true to his friend, — 
= Ad the church and the ſenate would ſettle ; = 
_ Who delights not in blood, 1 
But drs when be ſhou'd, 
And bravely ſtaads brunt to the battle. 


Who rails not at 
Nat politicł + bag 


Nor treaſon will ipeak when he's mellow; 
But takes a tull glats, 


To. bis countty 's fucceſs, 
This, this is aa hopelt brave fellow. 


« 


— 


E all to conquering beauty bow, 
its pleatiny power admire ; 
But 1 ne er knew a tace till now, 
That ccu'd like yours infpire : 
Now 1 may fay 1 met with one, 
Amas all mankind: 
And, like wen gazing on the ſun, 
With tos much light am blind. 


Soft, as'the tender moving fighs, 
When longing levers meet; 
oo | 
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Like the divining prophets, wiſe ; 
Like new-blowa roſes, ſweet ; 
Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride; 4 
A mein like awful majeſty, . | Y 
And yet no ſpark of pride. 1 
The patriarch, to win a wife, E 
Chaſle, beautiful and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a paintul life, 
And never thought it long : | 
Ah! were you to reward fuch care, i 
And lite io long would ſtay, | "I 
Not tourteen, but four hundred years, 
Would ſeem but as one day. 


4 
— — . 


INDLY, kindly, thus, my treaſure, 

Ever love me, ever charm ; Eo 
Let the paſſion know uo meaſure, +2 
Yet no jc alous fear alarm. I 


Why ſhou'd we, our bliſs beguiling, 
By dull duubtiag tall at odds ? 

Meet my toft embraces lmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the gods. 
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Erick Pank:. 


4 

O*® Etrick heals, th a ſummer's night, 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſy, braw and tight, "= 
Came wading, barefoot, a her lane: | 1 
My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 9 

My arms about her lily neck, 

And kifs'd and clap'd ber there fu' lang; 
My — were na mony feck. 
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1 2 1 aid, My lafy, will ye. | 


To the highland hills, the Earſ to learn, 
| uith gie thee a cow and ew, 
Wen ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomielaw, 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
' III. 4 ' 


Wen winter, froſts and ſnaw begin, 
E Soon as the ſun gaes welt the loch, 


At. night when you fit down to ſpin, 
I'll ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpri 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 


Till the tender Rid and lamb-time bring 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 


q | PU meet my lais amang the broom, 


And lead you to my ſummer ſhield. 


"Then far frac a' their ſcornfu* din, 


That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 


E We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and fing, 
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And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 
1 | 
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1 The Birks of IuVERMUAT. 


, +: * 


| N I. 
FEE fmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tune'ul. birds to fing ; 


* 


And while they warble from the ſpray, 


Love meſts the univerſal lay. 
Let us, Ananda, timely wiſe, 


And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 


Among the birks WS 
| ». hy. | 
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; The rocks around with echoes ring; 


| among the birks of /axvermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear, 
As that will trip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The leather d ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop. and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of /.vermay. 


_ 
The lav'recks now and lintwhite ſing, 


The mavis aud the blackbird vye, 
In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 

The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits ; 
To mirth all nature now invites; 


Let us be blythſome then and gay 


Among the bir ks of Invermay. 

: IV. t 
Beho!d the hills and vales around. 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 

The wanton kids and frisking Jambs 
Gambol and dance abont their dams ; 
The buſy bees with humming noite, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 
Let us, like them, then fing and play 
About the birks of Iavermay. 
V. 

Hark, how the waters as they fall, 
_ Loudly my love to gladneſs call; | 
The wantop waves fport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ftreams ; 
The circling fun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance: 
Let us as jovial be as they 0 
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Hz RO and LEZAN DER. 
An old B4 L L 4 . 


| EANDER on the bay 
3 Of Helleſpont all naked ſtood, 
4 Impatient of delay, 
Hie leap'd into the fatal flood: 
4 The raging ſeas, 
3 Whom none can 
I Gainſt him their malice ſhow ; 
C. The heavens lowr'd, 
The ram down pour d, 
And loud the winds did blow. 
= | 1 
© Then caſting round his eyes, 
Thus of his fate he did 
Ye cruel rocks and skies 
Ye orm) winds, and angry main 
What tis to miſs 
The lover's bliſs, 
Alas! ye do not know; 
Make me your wreek | 
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. Where my beloved Hero lyes, 
Aud this the 1 hour 
Which ſets to watch longing 
| To his fond fuirt - "m_ 
; The gods were mute; 
The b:llows auſwer, No 
Up to the skies 
The ſurges riſe, 


or CHorce SONGS. * 
e 2 * 
© fate ! faid the, 

Nor heaven, nor thee, 
Our vows ſhall c'er divide. 
Fd leap this wall, | | 4 
Cou'd 1 but fall = 

By my Leander's fide. 3 
| V. 


At length the riſing fon 1 
Did to her ſight reveal, too 1 : _ 
That Hero was undone; | | ".. 
Not by Leander's fault, but fate. „ 
Said ſhe, I'll ſhew, | | 
Though we are two, 
Our loves were ever one: 
This proof I'll give, 
1 will not live, 
Nor ſhall he die alone. 


2 
1 1 


VI. 
into the raging ſeas te him, 2 
Courting each wave ſhe met, | 4 
To teach. her wearied MFI 
The fea-gods wept, 

Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's fide. 1 
| When join n'd at laſt, 4 
She graſp'd him faſt, | - = 
Then ſigh'd, embrac d, and died. 


—_—_ 
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Rere W1 FS in Yarrow. * Þ 

* L ; | . 
IL LY's rare, and #ih's fair, 

And Fs wondrous bonny ; 


And ie heght to marry me, 
_ Gia cer he married ony. 


\ 


© came you by yon water fide, | | x 


Pou'sd you the roſe or lilly? 
Or came you by yon meadow green? 
Or faw ye my ſweet Milly? 


IV. 


the fooghe bi eaſt, ſhe fought him weſt, 
She tought him brad and narrow; 

Syne in the cleaving of a craig 

She found him drown'd in Yarrow. 
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The King and the Miller. 


. * I. 
3 OW happy. « fue does the miller pode! 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be lefs; 
e and himſelt he depends tor ſupport, | 
Wich is better than fervilely cringing at court. 
What though he all duſty and whit'ned does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the mere like a beau: 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far. 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star. 


II. 


Tb his hands are fo daub d, they're not fit to be ſeen, | 
= The hands of his Betters are not very cs 
© A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 
Fj; Gold ia handling will Rick to the fingers like meal. | 
Wat if, when for dinner a pudding he lacks, 

He cribs without ſeruple from other mens facks ; 


RR 4K he brags, 
5. e 1 
: "i III. ; 4 
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E : III. 
| ir he endevvone to heap an eſtate, ': , 
in this too he mimicks the 7 -ols of the late, 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill : 
He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when be's dry, ; 
And down when he's weary contented does ly, 3 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing ; 4 
if fo happy a M. lier, then who'd be a King ? ? 


Sweet WIL LIAN“ Chet. 'S 6 A 
I. 0 1 | 
HERE came a a ghoſt to Marg re door, | 2 


| With many a grievous groan, 
And ay he tirled at the pin, 


But anfwer made ſhe none. 
II. 
Is that my father Phil:p ? 
Or is't my brother John? 
Or is't my true love #7 
From Scotland new come home? 


Nor yet thy brother Jen: 
But tis thy true love Willy 

. From Scotland new come home. | 3 
IV. . . = 
O ſweet Mary idk © eas Marg'ret ! Az", 
4 - I pray thee ſpeak to me. | Y 
ks Give me my faith and woch, Marg'ret, = 

| 45 1gaveit to the, =» e 
Thy faith and „ 

Nor yet will 1 thee lend, 
Till that thou cowe within 17 


n 1 
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t I ſhou'd come within thy bower =” 1 
I am no earthly man; | Wi a 
And ſhou'd 1 kits thy roſy lips, 1 | 
Thy days will not be lang. | 
ay VIE WM; 
O ſweet Margret! &c. ar ath Stanza. „ —_ 
VIII. 1 
Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 1 
Nor yet will 1 there !:nd, | 
Till ven take me to yon kirk-yard, 1 
And wed me wich a ring. 8 
ES. 8 IX. = 
M bones are buried in yon kirk-yard, CO 
* Altar beyend the ſea; 
And it is but my ſpirit, Marg'ret, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 
1 | 2 
Sde ſtretch'd oat her lily- white hand, 5 | 
And for to do her beſt, 3 
e there's your faith and troth, ily, = 
'* God fend your lou! good reſt. I 
Y | MS * 
5 Now ſhe has kilted her robes of green Ts 
piece below her knee, 
E And à the live lang winter night | 
The dead corps follo the. 
f #2 | XII. : I | f 
i there any room at your head, Willy, _ 9 | 
Or any room at your feet? BÞ 
Or any room at your fide, Will, . =: 
5 XIII. | * 


3% There's no room at my head, Marg'ret ; © : 
1 | + There's no room at my feet ; | = 

There's no room at wy fide, Margret -- # | 
_ My coflin's made fo meet. rs f 11 
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Then up and crew the red red cock, 
And up then crew the gray, 


grievous groan, 


Evaniſm'd in a cloud of miſt, 
And left her all alone. 


grew 
Stretch d her foft limbs and * 


— — 2g 


Ungrateful Nanny. 


3 
I D ever fwain a nymph adore, 
As | efal Nanny do ? 


Was ever ſhepherd's heart fo fore, 
Or ever broken heart fo true ? 


My cheeks are fwell'd with tears, but ſhe 
Has never wet a check * 


r 


Does ne er beſiow a thought on me. 


OF ESI | 
4 - Have { not roſe by break of day? 
| Did ever Nanny's heifers faſt, 
if Robin in his barn had bay. 
Tho” to my fields they welcome were, 
— 


N 
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3 Within my lolds in froſt and fnow : 
Have they not there from cold been free ? 
dat Many fill * 

23 | V. 

Weben Nanny to the well did come, 
Twas I that did her pitcher fill; 
Full as they were, I brought them home: 

Her corn I carried to the mill; 

| My back did bear the fack, but ſhe 

=” Will never bear a ſight of me. 

= * VL 

& To Naum 'n poultry oats I gave, 
Pu ſure they always had the beſt; 
1 | Within this week her have 

3 u pa peck of peaſe at leaſt, 

Her little 


3 ""Y Rnd Now Bl on Rodin frown ; 

| Glas, poor wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
H Nanny does not love me foon ! 

Nas relief to me ſhe Il bring, 


3 eden ng. 
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£ The Sulit ., 


**... 

A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 

A pudding was all his defire ; 

A kettle d his head. Ws 
The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 7 
To his figh with a gruat did reply ; I 
Ad the gutter, that car'd not a louſe, 
— hana de. 
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II. 
1 
Thus fadly complaining, he cry'd, 
My mouth it dees water and wiſh, 
I think it had better been fry'd ; 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
Twas as great as a prince in his chair; 
Oh! might 1 but eat it, he faid, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 


III. 
How fooliſh was I to believe 
It was made for ſo homely a clown, 
Or that it would have a reprieve 
Prom the dainty fine folks of the town. 
Could I think that a pudding fo fine 
Would ever uneaten remove : 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchen on love. 
| | * 
What tho at the fire 1 have 
The” part of it hither be | 
And none of it ever ſet by, 
Ab, Colin! thou muſt not be firſt, 
Thy knife and thy trencher refign ; 
There's Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her turn is ſooner than mine. 
V. 
And you my companions fo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail. 


* 


The I ſhould thro” all the rooms rove, 
| Tia in vain from my fortune to go; 
— "Tis its fate to be often above, 
Ii mine fill to want it below. 


VI. 


M while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
„ 
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Then bang up pot, 
And forrow to fee how 1 dwell; t 


OME, neighbours, now we're made our hay; # 
The fun in haſte | 
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repeat 
Which all would gladly try; 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 


—_— 
> 1 
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Warrtr and Mancz. «+. © 
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Net bunger, like a 


Are cogue fu's s o' the lythy Kail, 


_ +, When © were taſt 
—— me frae check to cheek, 


.* 


IN. 
So wad the ſafteſt face appear 
Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 
And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 


Wine Gay haps caſh x wack. .7 


His head was like a heathery buſh = 
On hn braid chrks, ra lug lg, 
cas.” 


Gaed rumbling thro' his kyte, a 
And nacthing now but ſolid gear | I 
ni armor | WF | 


nnn 
; To his lov'd Madge he ran, 
Sunk down into the chimney-nnok 
With viſage fowr and wan. 1 
\ = - 
r do cries, may coratky tov, | [| 
support my fioking ſaul = 
Wi jomeihi.g that is fit to chew, Fs 1 
Belt owther het or cauld. = 
VII. 3 


- This is the how and hungry hour, 


When the beſt cures for grief 


. 
IX. 


ob War, Wauy. Madge replies, 

$ but Oer juſtly trow'd . 
Your love was thowlefs, and that ye 
eee e 


Bethink thee, Watty. on that night  _—— 


Fieave thae checks todreep, = EF of 
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And comfort &f your fight? | A 


XIII. 
0 faithlefs Watty. think how aft 
I ment your ſarks and hoſe ! Z 
For you how mony bannocks ſtown, FI 
How mony cogs o brole. 
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XIV. | 
But hark !——the kail-be!l rings, and I 
Maun gae link aff the pot; 
Come ſee, ye haſh, how fair | ſweat, . 
To flegh your guts, ye fot. = 
The grace was faid, the matter ferv'd, | "4 
Fat Madye return'd again. 
Blyth Watry raiſe and rar d himſel, 
22 1 
| * Where» warm deren od, 1 
Let out its TY x8 "2 
And thrice be cry'd, Come eat, dear Madge, 
Of this delicious fare ; 
de das d it aff molt cleverly, 
Til he cou'd cat n mair. 
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Cen in & Joſamint Bower. 


E r I. | 
nu bright god of day © 
F 2 W Drove weſt ward Rees 

The ſwallows amain — 
mad ſkim o'er the plain, 

= our ſhadows like giants appear. 

—_ i... © 

J mas jene bower, . 

be a the beam was in flower, ' 

Y , Lov's Celia the far 

5 . With her ſong and ſpinet, 
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Nec bowers ſhe ſung, 3 
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= But now fe cries dot? Be. 


, "Nor pickles of meal rins thro' the mill-ei ; 
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HERE was anes = May, and ſhe loo d na men, 2 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yoa glen, 


But now ſhe cries dool ! and a well a- day! 
Come down-the green gate, CE... 


II. 
When bonny young Jahn came o er the fea, 
He faid he ſaw naething fac lovely as me: 
He hecht me baith rings and mony braw things ; 
And were na my heart light, 1 wad dee. 
He hecht, &c. 


_ 5 
He had a wee titty that loo'd na me, 4 1 
Becauſe I was twice as bonny as ſhe; _ 
Sbe rais d fic a pother, ork him and ki mother, 3 
That were na my heart light, 1 wad des, | „ 
She rait d, &c. 5 3 


VI. | — 2 
The day it was for, and the bridal to be, | 4 
The wife togk a dwam, and lay down to dee; I 
She main'd and ſhe grain d, out of dolour and pain, | #1 
Till he vow'd he never wad ſee her again. Y 
She main d, &c. ' ns 
| V. . = 
ode we for exe of's igher | 
mind beds EE MET ae? 
Albeit 1 was bonny I was na for Jebny ; . 
And were na my heart light, I wad dee. 
— 6. 


VL 


They faid 1 had nowther a cow nor a caff, 
Nor dribbles of drink that rins theo” the 


_— 


=_ 


3 


_—_— 
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4 2 "A corLretroN 
3 His titty | the was baith wylie and ſee, 1 
She fpy'd me as 1 came o'er the lee; | 10 


3 Aud then ſhe ran in and made a loud din, 
Believe your ain ein, an je trow na me. 
And then ſhe, &c. 


| VIII. 

is bonnet ſtood ay fu' round on his brow, 
His auld ane looks ay as weil as ſome's new: 
But gow he lets't wear ony gate it will hing, 
And caſts b'mſe!' dowie upon the corn-bing. 
Fat now he, &c. 


| 1 IX. 1 

| And now he gaes drooping about the dykes, 1 , 
And a he dow do is to hund the tykes : 
The lee-laog night he ne'er ſteeks his eie, 
Sed ware ne ay heart light, 1 wad Gee. 
The lee-lang, &c, = © 


% wats 5 metres: for thee, as I hae been, | 
We ſhou'd bae been down on yon green, 
And linking it on the lilly-whice lee; 

| : IIS $8 1 were bait young for thee. 
OO Ec. 


3 ALLAX. 
T was in and about the Martinmas time, 
When green leaves were a- falling. 


* R 
1 n. 

3 — thee the town, I 
Taue the place where ſhe was dwelling, 
43 —  . 
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ö RA 
Young man, | think you're dying. 
a IV. 
0 its I'ma fick, and very very fick, 
And tis a for Barbara Allan. 
O the better for me ye's never be, | 
' Tho' your heart's blood were a ſpilling. 
V. 


0 dinna ye mind, young man, GBs, ; 
When ye was in the tavern a drinkin Is.” 
rin ye ade te beats go rom ndrnad, "x3 


And flighted Barbara Allan. | 23 
VI. 
He turn'd his face unto the wall, 
«Af And death was with him dealing; { 
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 3 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. © 


a VII. 
and flowly, lowly roſe the up, 
And ſlowly, ſlowly left him; 
And ſigning, faid, the cou d not ſtay, 
1 Since death of lite had reft him. 
d de had not gaen a mile but twa, 
W hen ſhe heard the dead · bell ringing, 
And every jow that the dead bell gied, 
It cry'd, Woe to Barbara Allan. 
O mother, mother, make my bed, 
O make it ſaft and narrow, 


| gz , 3 i 


a 2 , 2 N | | | 
2 bs 1 _ " yy fl. th —- * 1 
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I. 


1 L 
Lt _MFYENTLY touch the warbliog lyre, 
=: 8 Chloe ſeems inelin d — 
| = Fill her foul with tond defire, 


„ 


Gun 
. | Get me, quick, die my defire, , 
| la Weccceping-pan, a roaſt: 


- 
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' That my hunger may remove; 
Matton is the meat | love. 


II. 
On the dreſſer fee it lies : 
ob the charming white and red 
Figer meat ne'er met my eyes, 
"On the ſweeteſt graſs it ſed: 


Swiftly let the jack go round, 


6 — 


On the table ſpread the clotb. 
Let the knives be ſharp and clean; 


I 1 Pickles get of every ſort, 


And a fallad criſp and green: 
Then with ſmall beer and ſparkling wine, 
— CALCITE. 


. 


een of the beggars. 
2 
Who never toil for treaſure! 


| Who know no care, but how to ſhare 
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* Third woman. 
} a 
=" At morn, or evening teaſe us us; 
wee drink no tea, orrataka; 

13 When fick, 2 dram cam eaſe us. 


. 
- 


Fourth woman. 
That ladies a& in private, 
By nature's foft compliance; 
We think no crime, when in our prime, 
To kiſs without a licence. 
Drink away, &. | 


a T7 


Locr axtColin. * Þ 


4 * Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair, F « 
_:. "Bright Lucy was the grace ; A 
_- er did Liffy's limpid fiream 4 
I "= - wr egypt 1 


7 oh! have you feen 3 Llp pale, 
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. I. 


| rains deſcend ? 
3 2w-confuming maid, 
Locy warn'd, fart ring ſains 

We heed, ye eaſy fair, ; $a _ 


Three times, all in the dead of night, 

| A bell was heard to ring; A 

And ſhricking at ber window thrice, r 

The raven flapp'd his wingg = 

Too well the love Jorg maiden knew —_— 
1 —_ 


„H hear a voice you cannot bear, 8 * 
Which ſays I muſt not ſtay; 
I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, Ro 
„Which beckons me away. = 
« By a falſe heart and broken vows, . ö 1 
* In early youth I die - 
% Was I te blame, becauſe his bride ©; ". 
« Was thrice as rich as I ? =_ 


V. 

« Ab cola! not her thy vows, 
EC | 

| * Nor think him all thy own. 
Tomorrow in the church to wed, 
* Impatient both prepare: 

% But know, fond maid, and know, tals ads + 
* That Lucy will be there. 
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VI. 
—— dear, 


F | The dampe of deuth bedew'd bi brow, 


= From the void heide (ab bride no more!) 
| The varying crimſon fled, 


x 


Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 


Convey d by trembling ſwains, 
One mold with her, beneath one ſod, 
Por ever now remains. 4” 


XI. 
Oft at his grave, the conſtant hind, 


Burt, fwain ſorſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
Tui hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
— Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
Aud fear tomeet him here, 
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Hävixs ſpent all my time, bs 
Upon women and wine, 'Y 
l went to the church out of ſpite ; 
But what the prieſt ſaid 
Is quite out of my head, 
I reſolv d not to edify by t. 
II. 
66 
Both religious and lewd, | 
From the fable o Face 10 the ſcarlet; 
An even wager !'d lay, $4 
That at a foll play, 4 
The denſe never fend with ba | 


Madam Lovely I faw, . . —_ 
With her daughters-in-law, _—_— 
Whorp ſhe offers to fale every __y ; 2 
In the midſt of her pray 


' * dj 2 
MI * 13 


'* 
A 


 — 


_ 


+ Nexta baron knight's 1 5 
Whoſe own mother taught ber, 4 
By precept and practical notions, .x 
To wear gaudy cloaths, | ov 
r 1 
Was at church, to ſhew figns of devotion. 4 
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2 a 
— 


— 


: 
* 


_ CY 
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_ Almoſ out of her wits, 
Detwixt vice and devotion debating ; 
She's as vitious as fair, 
And has no buſineſs there, 7 
To hear mailer Tickle · text prating. 1} 
VII. l 
De true of a ſaint, 
. — 
When thus he had done, 
He blef'sd every one, 
' So run to the Crown, 
.  _Leſ the church ſhou'd fall down, 


1 g A Cobler there was, and be Bd in a fil. 


Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen and 


No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, (hall; 


No ambition had he, nor no duns at his gate. 
- + <randnanc cane Y 


1 4 l '. Contented he work'd, and he though t himſelf happy 


M at night he could purchaſe a cup of brown nappy ; 
He's laugh then and whiſtle, and fing too moſt ſweet, 


Saying, Juſt to a heir I've made both ends to meet. 


erry down, &c. 
III. 


But Love, the diſturber of high and of low, 


That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, \ 
He hot the poor cobler quite through the heart, 


1 wiſh. it had hit ſome more ignoble part. 


Derry dun, &c. 
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1v. 
It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where 2 buxom young damſel continually lays - 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe every day, 
2 
Derry down, &e. 


He ſung ber love-ſongs as he ſat at his work, 

But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: 

W henever he ſpoke, ſhe would flounce and would tear; 

Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 
Derry down, &c. w 


| He took up his awl chat he bad in the world, 

And to make away with himſelf was reſolv d. 
— d through his body inſtead of the ſale; 

. 


— 1 

Derry blen _ 
4 w 7 

" 


— 
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he benny Earl of Munz. 


p I. | —_— 

I, VE Highlands and ye Lawlands, — 

| Oh where have you been ? _— 

| | They bave flain the Eartof M 1 
And they laid him on the 11 

They have, Kc. a 


Now wae be to thee, Huntly, * 
And wheretore did you ſae? 1 
= I bade you bring him wi” you, 
7 But forbade you him to ſlay. 
#-- Thbade, &c. 
HI. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he rid at the ring; | 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh! he might have been a king. 
And the, &. * 
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IV. 
He was a braw 


x 2 
* 


And he play'd at the glove: 
ny the dandy Earl of Murray, 
de was the Queen's love. 
And the, &c. | 


3 Look o'er the caſtle Down, 
8 


. . . . En a 2 * As 0 _—_— ad 93 
| * | N 8 * ** K . l K p * 5 8 * * n 9 * 
. _ LS = » * 2 
* vo 
Ry 


If Ger Id well, tit a Wander. 


= 0” 
WHEN 1 was a young lad, 

__ My fortune was bad; 

fer 1 do well, tis a wonder: 

Az I ſpent all my means 

'£ On whores, | 

Tbenl got 2 

Fal al de rail, &c. 


The hat I have on, 

80 greaſy is grown, 
Remarkable 'tis for its ſhining ; 
Tu ſtitch'd all about, 


ds, and queaus: 
to plunder. 


II. 


$0 thread · bare is grown, | 


3 
br} 
. 
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Fial all de ral, &c. 


IV. 
My ſhirt is tore 

ae 
The colour is much like a cinder ; 
»Tis fo thin and fo fine, 
T hat it is my 
To preſent it to the muſes for inder. 
Fal, al de ral, &c. 


V. 

My blue fuſtian breeches 

Is wore to the ſtitches, 

My legs you may ite what's between them; 
My pockets all four, 

I'm the fon of a whore, 


i there's ver» uni ws hm: = 
Fal al de ral, &c. 


e 
Be damn'd the boot ſole, 
Curſe on the ſpur · roll. 
Confounded be the upper leather. 
„é— 


VII. 


Had ye then but ſeen 
The fad plight I was ia, 
Te d not ſeen ſuch a poet in twenty; 
I have nothing that's full, 
But my ſhirt and my ſkull, 
For my pockets and belly were empty. 
Fal at de ral, &. * 
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'The Fumibler's Rant. : 
1 | | 


ME carls a“ of fomblers ha”, 

And 1 will tell yon of your fare, 
Since we have married wives that's braw, 

And caona pleaſe them when tis late: 

- Apint,we'll take our hearts to cheer ; 
4 What fauts we hae our wives can tell: 
= Gar bring us in baithale and beer, 
 ' The auldeſt bairn we bae's ourſel. 


II. 
rr 
| 4 play 'tis he can tell, 
| We uw ht but a gray t. 
% The o#ring for the derte eren. 
(oe dera tocher is 3 paid, 
We're maſters of the gear ourſel ; 
Let owther weil or wae betide, 
Here's a health to a' the wives that's yell. 


—_— 
Our nibour's auld fon and the laſs, 
into the barn amang the ſtrae, 

He grips her in the dark begueſs, 
And after that comes meikle wae. 
tance ay comes afterhin, 
It coſt the carl baith corn and hay; 
Were quart o' that wi' little din, 
. 


No merry, merry may we be, 

When we think on our nibevur Robie, 
" The way the carl does, we ſee, 

wi” his auld fon and dochter Maggy : 
Butes he maun hae, piſtols, what not ? 
The hizzy maun hae corkit ſhoon : 
We are na fac; gar fill the pot, 
CONE nes On. 
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V. 
Here's a health to John Mackay we'll dE. 

To Hughie, Andrew, Rob and Tam; 
we'll fit and drink, we'll aod and wink, 
It is o'er ſoon for us to 
Foul fa. the cock, he'as ſpilt the play, 
And I do trow he's but a fool, | 


We'll fit a while, "ts to day, 
For a — 


* Y 


Since we have met, we be, 
_—_—— | bear the mell; 

rn ſet me down, left I be fey, 

For fear that 1 ſhou'd bear't myſel. 

And |, quo' Rob, and down fat he, 
The gear ſhall never me outride, 

Zut we'll take a ſoup of the barley-bree, A = 
And driak to our ain yell fire-fide. 43 


I. 'Y 9 AY 
COME let us prepare, 5, = 
We brothers that are "x 

Aſſembled, on merry occaſion : 1 
Let's drink, laugh and fing, 3 
Our wine has a ſpring; 

2 

The world is in pain 

. Our ſecret to gain, 

And ftill let them wonder and gaze on: 
They ne er can divine 
The word, or the ſign, 

1%. 

Tis this and tis that, 
They cannot tell what, . 

Why ſo many great men of the nation - 

7 wad Should 2} 


| — ; 


0 
| * 
7 5 


Ts make 


All idle debate 


Theſe ra ſers of ftrife 
Ne er ruffl- the life 


We have on our fide, 


To be underſtood 


The clergy embrace, 
And all Aaron's race, 


Our 


in each 
The'll honoured be 


. 


Still firm to our truſt, 
| In frieadſhip we're juſt, 
Our actions we ? A our reaſon : 
—— rule, 
1 The pailions move cool 
YH ot afree and an accepted maſon. 


About church or the ſtate, 
The ſprings of impiety and treaſon : 


V. 


3 Ee 


_ By a free and an accepted maſon. 
VIII. 


14 Teeonzerion 


Should aprons put on, | 
themaſelves one, | 
With a free and an accepted maſon, 
© _ Our myſt'ry to put a good grace on, 
=” . And ne'er been aſham d 
To hear themſelves nam d 
Wich a free and an accepted maſon. 


Ul 


Wich adds high renown to our fiation 
There's nought but what's geod 


abou their Fnowledge to on; 
degree mu 


ts tt te W_ ta a a 
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Is -. - I 3 
Gi co cd fincere 8 . 
In eur love to the fair, | Y 
Who will truſt us on every occakion : 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 


Than » free and an accepted maſa. 


Then join hand-in- Ta 

T” each other firm ſtand, 
Let's be merry end put a good face on: 

1 W hat mortal can boaſt | 

Sy So noble a toaſt 

'F As a freeand an accepted maſon? 


The Sailor Rant. 
pow pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſ:s, | - 
Who roams oe'r the watery main _* = 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 4 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 
We re ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; 
And would not cosmtnit a bad addon, 
For power or profit in view. 
CHORUS. 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches . 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? | _ 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches = "6 
Goes tharough the world brave boys. - 
II. 4 


The world is a beautiful garden, # =» 
Enrich'd with the blellag⸗ of life, 3 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
V den terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright; 
No or wealth can avail us, 
But (kilful wy ſteers right. 
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| m. 
The courtier's more to 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
For we, that to politics are ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various ble ſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try : 
No mortal than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 


Thel# why /hould, &c. 
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The Farmer's Son. 


* 1. 
WEET Nelly, my heart's delight, 
Be loving, and do not flight 
The proffer I make, for modeſty's ſake, 
I honour your beauty bright; 
For love | profeſs, 1 can do no leſs, 
Thou hait my favour won: =. 
And fnce | fee your modeſty, 
I pray agree and fancy me, 
Tho 'm but a farmer's ſon. 
II. 
1 No; I am a lady gay, 
= Tia very well known 1 may 
4 Have men of renown in country and town, 
So Roger, without delay, | 
+ Court Bridget or Sue, Kate, Nanny or Prue, 
Their loves will ſoon be won; 
But don't ye dare to ſpeak me fair. 
As tho” I were at my laſt pray'r, 
To marry a farmer's fon. 
III. 
My father has riches in ſtore. 
Two hundred a-year and more, 
S8 
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And when be gives way, then merrily 1 I. 
Shall have what he has won; | 

Both land and kine, and all ſhall be thine, 

tit thou lt incline, and wilt be mine, 

— 


A fig for your cattle and corn, 
Tour proffer'd love I ſcorn ; 
'Tis known very well, my name is Nell, 
And you're but a bumpkin born. * 
Well, fince it is ſo, away I will go, 
And I hope no harm is done: 
Farewel, adicu, | hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 
 Tho' Im — fon, 
Be in not ſuch haſte, quoth ſhe, 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree: 
For, man, I proteſt, I was but in jeſt, 
Come prithee fit down by me; 
For thou art the man that verily can 
Ferform what muſt be done, 
Both ſtraight and call, genteel withal ; 
Therefore I ſhall be at your call 
To marry a farmer's fon. 
Th - 
Dear Nelly, believe me now, 
I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 
No lords in their lives take pleaſure in wives, 
Like fellows that drive the plow. 
For whatever they gain with labour and pain, 
They don t to har lots run, 
As courtiers do: I never knew 
A London beau that could out · do 
ae eee e 
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An ear to theſe lines 

- Which in pity | penn'd 
*Tis a cordial advice, 
Girls, be not too nice, 
Young lovers are now 

At another gate price a 
Tban they have been. 

II. 


f you refrain 
ſcorn and diſdain, 
43 If young men you ſlight, 
= They'll flight you again; 
: They'll make you run mad, 
igh heavy and ſad, 
There are not ſo many 
Young men to be had 
As there have been. 


| III. 1 
Perhaps you ſuppoſe | 

Fine furbelow'd cloaths 

Will ferve for a portion: 
= If truth may be ſpoke, 

Ti but a mere joke, 

For love without money 
Will vaniſh like ſmoke, 


The country clown, . 
Whea he comes to town, 1 
He values not Miſs 
With her butterfly gown 
I tell you it won't do, 
There muſt be a few 
Bright glittering guineas, 
A thouſand or two, 
Or de ll leave ye. 
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Young men are grown wiſe, 
| A parton they prize, 


* 
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They are done with the charms 
r 
A portion: the; cry, 
if love you would buy ; 
In order to purchaſe, 
Sie mad dit high, 
Or live ſingle, 
VI. 

Once bachelors, they 
| Did figh, whine, and pray; 
But ſtill were put off 

With a ſcornful delay. 
Down with your duſt, 
A portion there muſt ; 
Poor girls wou'd be glad 
2 
Cou'd ye but get it. 
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Love, Drink, and Debt. 


I. 


Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 


Theſe many and many a year; 


And theſe are plagues enough | ſhou'd think 


For any poor mortal to bear. 
"Twas love made me fall into drink, 

And drink made me fall into debt; 
And tho' I have ſtruggled and ſtrove, 

cannot get out of them yet. 


II. 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 


And rid me of all my pain: 
"T will pzy all my debts, 
And remove all oy lets ; 


And my miltfeſs, that cannot endure me, 


Will love me, and love me again : 
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Merry Beggars. 


, Firſt beggar. 
Once was 2 poet in London, 
1 kept my heart fill full of plee ; 
There's no man can fay that Im undone, 
For begging's no new trade to me. 
Tel de rol, &c. 5 


| . Second beggar. 
IT once was an attorney at law, | 
And after a knight of the poſt; 
Give me a brisk wench and clean ſtraw, 
And I value not who rules the roalt. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
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Third beggar. 
Make room for a ſoldier in buff, . 11 
Vo valiantly ſtrutted about, 5 
Till be fancy'd the peace breaking off, = 
And then he molt wiſely fold out. 
Tol de rol, &c. 1 


Fourth begoar. 
Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face; 
Now railing is all his delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he mifs'd getting a place. 
Tol de ro, &c. 


7 


uy Fifth beggar. 
I lill am a merry gut-ſcraper, 
F My heart never yet felt a quaim ; 
Z er 
1 And ling any tune but a pſalm. 
Tal de rol, &c. 


Sixth beggar. 
I was a fanzical preacher, 
I turn d up my eyes when 1 pray'd : 
But my hearers balf-ſtarved their teacher, 
For they believ d not one word that I ſaid. 
Tel de ral, &c. 
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Firſt beggar. 
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would be merry and tree, 
| Let him liſt, and from us he may learn; 
1 In palaces who (hall you lee 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn ? 


Tal de ral, &c. N . 8 
| Caorvs of all. 


\ 
HAPPINESS. 


Tune, To all you ladies nau at land. 


&< | L 
MY deareſt maid, fiace you defire 
A To know what I would with, 
What ſtore of health I would require, 
To gain true happineſs; 
This faithful inventory take 
Ot all that life can ealy make. ; 
| II. | 
Here happy only are the few 
.| *' Who with to live at home, 
| Who never do extend their view 
Beyond their ſmall income; 
An income which ſhould ever be 
The rut of huneſt induſtry. 
1 II. f 
A ſoul] ſerene and tree from fears, 
3 With no contentions vez d, 
Nor yet with vain and auxious cares 
To be at all perplex'd. 
A body that's with health endow's, 
an open temper, yet not rude, 
IV. 
A heart that's always circuwſpet, 
Un ing to deceive, | 
Yet ever wiſely can reflect, 
Not eaſy to believe. 
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# Auto dreſs, lt it be Rata, 
Tet * 2 


3 ly hearth and chearful fire 
= 'To drive away the cold, 
4 A moderate glaſs one would require 
The company of an eaſy friend. 
My eaten "5 ind, 
Some ſhelfs of books of the right End, 
2 For knowledge and delight, 
Nor intricate, nor inter lin d 
With narrow pariy ſpite: 
A garden fair, to paint me clear 
Nature's gradations 2 „„ 
II. 
To give true reliſh to delight, 
A chaſte aud chearful wife, 13 
With ſweeteſt humour to uni te 
Our hearts as long as life : 5 
Sound fleep, whoſe kind deluſive turn 1 
— the to the morn. 
| VIII. 
3 Se would we live agreeably, 
4 ä be coureat, 
A To Providence ay thankful bo 
For all thoſe — lent, | 
O ſovereign power ! but grant me this, 
No more II ak, no more 1'll wiſh. 
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Smirky Nan. | 
Tune, Nanny, 0! 4 
. 


Ses how I'm waſted to a ſpan ? 


| Thecharming lovely af wad Kan 1 
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Vim grown fo weak, = gentle ee iy | 
| Of dusky Roger's winnowing fan — 
Would blew me o'er yon beechy trees, 

And all for thee, ws abr 


The alewife miſſes me of late, x 
I us'd to take a hearty canng = 
But I can neither drink nor eat, — 
Unleſs tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan. 
The baker makes the beſt of bread, 
The flour he takes, and leaves the bran ; 
The bran is every other maid, | 
6— ad q 
But Dick o the green, that naſty loon, | = 
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Laſt Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, 
He ſnatch d a kiſs; 1 knock d him down, | | 
Which hugely pleas'd wy finirky Nan. 2 
But hark! the roaring ſodger comes, 
And rattles tantara tarran, 
She leaves her cows for noiſy drums, 5 
Woes me, I've loſt my ſmirky Nan! . 


9 - . a — — K — a 3 | + ® 8 


Tarry Mos. 


I. 

ARRY woo, tarry woo, 

Tarry woo is ill to ſpi 
Card it weil, card it weil, 
Card it weil ere ye begin. 
When 'tis carded, row'd, and ſpun, 
Then the work is haflens done; 
1 But when woven, drefs'd, and clean, 
3 It may be cleading for a queen. 

* 1 

Sing, my bony harmleſs ſheep, 
That feed upon the mountains licep, 
Bieating tweetly as ye go 


* che winter's froſt *. ſaow ; 1 


* Nelrerion 


Hart, and bynd, and fallow- deer, 
No be ha'f fac uiefu' are: 


"ie Ot 


1 Prae kings to him tbat hads the plow, 
+ ak 


vy. ye ſhepherds, dance and skip, 
Ober bs kills and valicys trip, 
© Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too: 
_ Harmleſs creatures without blame, 
That clead the back and cram the waem, 
Keeps us warm and hearty fu“; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo. 


How happy is a ſhepherd's life 
Far frae courts and free of = 
Whale the gimmers bleat and bae, 

And the lambkins anſwer mae: 5 
Nae fic muſic to his car, 

Of thief or fox he has nae fear; 

EE Sturdy/kent, and colly too, 
Wil defend the tarry woo. 


He lives content, and envies none; , 

Not even a monarch on his throne, K 
. Tho” — od 

Has not ſweeter holidays 

Who's be a king, can ony tell, 

When a ſhepherd ſings . 
fs the well, and pegs dis due, 
Wu honeſt heart and tarry woo. 
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Hop cE * Mill and buxom NEL. 


| 3 I. = | 

"OUNG Roger of the mill, q 

One morning very ſoon, 
Put on bis beſt 


New boſe aud lontcd ſhoon ; 


My horſes I have dreſs d, _ = _ 
And gi'en them corn and hay, . 
Put on my beſt apparel: | - + ſl 
And having come this way, | 33 
Let's fit and chat a while 
| With thee, my bony Nell. „ 
Dear laſs, cries he, could 't fancy me, _—_ 
Ike thy perſon well. 1 
III. 
Young Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſel then reply'd, 
Im not in ſuch a baſte 
To be a ploughmag's bride ; 
Know I then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's fon : "1 [ 
If it be fo, N_—_ - 


Your horſes you have dreſs'd i 
Good Hodge, I heard you ſay, _ 

Put on your belt apparel ; 1 
And being come this way, 2 1 

Come ſit and chat a while. f "KY 


O no indeed, nat 1, 


Pl! neither wait, nor fit, nor brate 
I've «ther fiſh to fry. 
. 
Go take your farmer's ſon, YA 
With all my honeſt heart: | K 4 
What tho” my name be Roger, 923 = 
That. h and cart? 
I need not 4 long, _— 
1 foon may gain a wife: _ 
There's buxom Joan, it is well known, 7 
She loves me as her liſe. 
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=” Can't 1 pleaſe you as well? 
_— For ihe has ne'er a penny, 
ad I have fifty ſhillings. 
= money made him fmil e: F - 
7 Ob then, my dear, Fil draw a chair, — 2 
And chat with thee a while. 
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2 the was very ill to win; 
The wadna bae him except he were bony, . 
Tho he were ne'er fac noble a kin. 3 
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nee, Dunbyfe, Davyſon, Rebie Carniel, 

| "The laſs with the petticoat dances right weil, 
| An ye dance ong mair ti Meſs Joby. 
Sing, & EB, 
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Old DanrsBy. 
An advice to CAL o. 


3 


E AR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 


Lou treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain; 
Your maxim, that love is {till founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
2 
II. 


The love that from beauty is drawn, 
By kindneſs you ought to improve : 
Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition the ſan-ſ{hine of love. 
| 48nd tho” the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are fo gay, 
And darkneſs obſcure all the skies, 
Tos acer cas Hug DONS 


old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 
Tou have often 1 — 
 He'sdrophcal, ſhe is dim-ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
| Together they totter about, 
' fit in the ſun at the door; | 
at night when old Darby's pot's cut, 
"is Jon will not flanks 5 WA ware. 
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That make them fo fond of each other ? 
Tu the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that yourh did beſtow, 


The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
Tus belt of our bleſſings below. + 


V. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 


No fickneſs or time can remove: 
Fer when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſh o inſenſibly grows, 
By rev N of ſuck raptures as theſe ; 
The cucrent of fondneſs till flows, 
Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 
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The Cuuntry Wake. 


I. 
LL fing you a ditty, and warrant it true, 
Give but attention unto me a while, 
Ot tranſactions in court, and in country too, 
Toiltome pleaſure, and pleaſing toil ; 
Accept it, | pray. as your help- mates you take, 
To ſome twill give joy, 
And (ome others annoy : 
APs fair at a country-wake. 
All's fair, Ke. 


Many ladies at court are ſtl'd unpolite, 
Becautc truly virtuous and prone to no ill: 
While others, who ſparkle in diamonds bright, 


Are fiript of their pride at baſſet or quadrille. 


Then, their toys to recover, 
They'll grant the laſt favour; 


news at a country- wake, 
Sia news, &c. 


1 


Till their loſſes at viny do their lord's credit ſh:ke: 
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. | III. 
F Mice malt of aur gontiomen: paebews are, 


Tho' very bad ſtateſmen, | freely confeſs, 


| They defign harm to none but a fox or a hare, 


And are always found loyal in war or in peace. 
The tarmer's induſtry does earth fertile make ; 
The huſbandman's plowing, "xg 
His planting and fowing, * 
Gets health and good cheer at x country-wake; 
Cets health, &c. 
IV. 
Our maids blooming fair, without waſhes and paints, 
From neighbouring villages hither reſort, 
They kiis tweet as roſes, yet virtuous as faints ; 
(Who can ſay more for the ladies at court?) 
No worldly cares vex them aſleep or awake, 
| But their tune they improve 
In peace and true love, 
And innocent mirth at a country - wake. 
And innocent, &e. | 
V. 


The ſchemes of a courtier are full of i 
Here all's „ s 
Set rural coatentment gainſt courtly fatigue, 
Who chuſes the farmer is and wiſe: 
Now let's pray for the king, — 

5 From all factions free 
May his ſabj<&s agree, 
As well at hee ip — 
As well, &c. 
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The Play of Love. 
Firſt 48. 


"HE play of love is now begun, 
And thus the actions do go on; 


Strephon, enamour'd courts the fair, 


She hears him with a careleſs air, 


_ And ſmiles to find him in love's ſnare, | 
Y 4 * Second 
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Here pity moves her for bis pain, 
Which ſhe evades with ſome 

| And thinks ſhe may with love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a man of ſenſe. 


- . Third l. 

. The third approach her lover makes, 

 _ _ She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks ; 

But with feign d flights ſhe puts bim by, 

= And faintly cries the can't comply, | 
Altho' ſhe gives her heart the lie. 


Fourth act. 
Now the plot riſes, he ſeems ſhy, 
As if ſome other fair he'd try; 
At which ſhe ſwells with ſpleen and fear, 
Left ſome more wiſe his love ſhou'd ſhare, 
x Which yet ro woran e er can bear. 


Fifth 48 
The laſt act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the lover's joy; 
She does no more his paſſion ſhun, 
He ſtrait into ner arms does run: 
The curtain talls—he play is done. 
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Fanny fair. 


I. 

O Fanny fair could 1 ĩ ä 

— The cauſe of all my woe! | 

That beauty which bas won my heart, 

She ſcarcely ſeems to uo: | 

Vaſkill' 4. an the art of 
— —ͤ—ͤ— 

How can er. 
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She knows her power is all deceit, 
The conſcious bluſhes ſhows, 
Thoſe bluſhes to the eye more ſweet 
Than th' op'ning budding rote: 
Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, 
That charms the ſenſe ſo much, 
Upon a thorny brier grows, 
And wounds with ev'ry touch. 
| . 
At firſt when I beheld the fair, 1 
With raptures I was bleſt; " "3 
f But as I would approach more near, 
El At once | loſt my reſt ; 
Th' inchanting fight, the ſweet ſurpriſe, 
re me for my doom ; 5 
One eruel look from thoſe bright eyes 
Will lay me in my tomb. 
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Cour ip miſtaken. 


AS after noon, one ſummer's day, | | 


4 


Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a-ſhooting weat that way, 
New ſtrung his bow, and fill'd his quiver : 
With skill he choſe his th dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew, 
5 3 his beauteous parent's heart, 
[ | too wen guided * fle w. 
| I faint ! I die! the goddeis ery'd: 
| DO Ocruel! cou'dit thou find none other 
To wreak thy ſpleen on? parricide, | 
| Like Nero, thou haſt ſl ain thy mother ! 
Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce cou d ſ A 
Sw. ng peak ; 
| 


ts mamma, I di. not know ye; "Es 
Alas ! how eaſy the miſtake, | 
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Fs A COLLECTION 
The Girl that's blythe end gay. 
Wn Tune, Black Fock. 


v all the girls in our town, 
Or black, or yellow, or fair or brown, 

i With their ſoft eyes, and faces ſo bright; 

Sie me 2 girl that's blythe and gay. 

þ As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 
Wich her heart free, and faithful as light. 
What lovely couple then could be 

{ - So happy and fo bleſs'd as we! | 
On whom the ſweeteſt joyy wou'd ſmile, 1 

| And all the cares of life beguile, | 
Fatranc'd in bliſs each rapt'rous night. 
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Slighted Love is ſair to bide. 


I. 
. 7 04D » dear, bor new 1 beats ae: 
3 1 had a mind, but daily was oppre 
: I had a friend, that's now become my fae ; 
I had a will that now has freedom loſt : 
What hae | now? 
Nacthing I trow, 
But grief where I had joy: 

What am | than? 

A heartleſs man: 
Could love me thus deſtroy ! 
I love, | ferve ane whom | much regard, 
. 

| 

Where ſhall I gang to hide my weary face? 

Where ſhall 1 find a place for my defence ? 
"Where my true love remains the titteſt place, 
* Ol all the earth that is my confidence. 
y 1 2228 | | 
2 | Let er dgwhar Gif 
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— 


7 


Ca 
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1 1 cannot mend, ; 
But ſtuli depend, 
And daily do mfiſt. 
en if live way leave dove ; 
ir at for Love, lt love cy dody e. | 
O lady fair! whom I do honour moſt,» 
Your name and fame within my breaſt i have; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But ill in mind | pray thee to engrave, 
| That I am true, 
_r And fall not rue 
Ae word that | hae fad : 
Jam your man, 
Do what you can. 
When a' thae plays are plaid. 
Tien fave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 
Siace man and goods are a at your command. 


The Þrvitation. 


J. ** 
o Mk, love, let's walk ume fpriag, 1 
Where we may hear the blackbird ſing, 4 
The robin red · breaſt and the thru(h, 43 
And nightingale in thorny baſh, | 
The mavis ſweetly carroling; 
This to my love, this to my love, 
Content will bring. 
FI. 


See where the nymph, with all her train, 
Cowes skipping thro” the park amain, 
And in this grove the means to ſtay, 
At barley-breaks to ſport and play: 
Where we may fit us down aud fee 
Pair beauty mix d, fair beauty mix 4 
With chaft ty, 


that in care comes nae reltoir ; 
Bur I wilt fig hey down a dee, 
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I Love 1 much, I care for more, 
The more I have I think I'm poor. 
Thus grief and care my mind oppreſs, 
Nor wealth or wae gives no redrefs ; 
Therefore I'l care no more in vain, 

Is not this warld a flidd'ry ba“? 
And thinks men ſtrange to catch a fa'? 
Does not the fea baith ebb and flow? 
And fortune's but a painted ſhow ; 
Why ſhou'd men take care or grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief ? 
Some careful ſaw what careleſs reap, 
, 

| TV 


| Well then, ay learn te knaw thyſelf, 
and care not for this warldly pelf : 
Whether thy ſtate be great or ſma', 
Gre thanks to Gop whate'er befa', 
Sae fall thou than ay live at eaſe, 
No ſudden grief ſhall thee diſpleaſe; 
Then thou may'it ſing, Hey down a dee, el 
When thou haſt caſt ilk care frac thee. ! 


— 
8 


"4 Lord Henry and KATHARINE. 


J. 
N antient times. in Britain's iſle, \ 
Lord Henry well was known, "2 
Nor knight in all the land more fam'd, ++ >< 
Or more deſferv'd renown ; 
His thoughts 5a honour al was run, 
He ne er cou'd bow to love, 
No nymph in all the land had charus 
His frozen heart to mcve. 
II. 


nymphs where Kath'rine came, 


amongſt fe 


The faireſt face (he (hows, 


© 3% A COLLECTION 
4s SHE was as bright as morning fun, 3 
And ſweeter than a rote : 
Although ſhe was of mean degree, 
She daily conq gains; 
For ne er 2 youth who her beheld, 
Eſeap'd her powertul chains. 
III. 
But ſoon her eyes their luſtre loſt, ; 2. 
Her cheeks grew pale and wan, 
A pining ſeia d her lovely form, 
cures were all in vain: 
The ficknefs was to all unknown 
Thas did the fair one waſte, 
| Her time in fighs and floods of tears, 8 1 
. And broken flumbers paſt. 4 
= IV. 
Once in a — ſhe cry d aloud, 
Oh Henry, I'm undone! 
Oh cruel fate ! oh wretched maid! 
Thy love mult ne'er be known! 
Such is the fate of womankind, 
They muſt the truth conceal, 
PII die ten thouſand thouland deaths, 
Cre | my love * 
v. 
. A tender friend that watch'd the fair 
= To Henry hy'd away. 
My lord, fays ſhe, we've found the cauſ- 
* Of Kath'rine's quick decay: 
. She in a dream the ſecret told, 
Till now no mortal knew : 
Alas! the now expiring lies, | 
And dies tor love of you. | | 
VL j 


WW Mi God was reach, 1 
His heart began to flame, | 

Ab, poor unhappy maid! he cry'd, 

* 943 ions. 

1 Ah Kath'rine! teo too mode lt maid, 
Tb love 1 never knew, 


"— —_— 8 
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Il eaſe your pain: and fwrift as wind 
To her bed- fide he flew. 
VII. 
Awake l awake! be fondly cry'd, 
Awake' awake! my dear; 
If i had only gueſs'd your love, 
You ne'er had ſhed a tear: 
'Tis Henry calls, complain no more, 
Renew thy woated charms; 
I come to ſave thee from deſpair, 
And take thee to my arms. 
VIII. 
Theſe words reviv'd the dying fair, 
She rais d her drooping head, 
And gazing on the long-lov'd youth, 
She ſtarted from the bed. 
Around his neck her arms ſhe flung, 
In eeſtaſy, and cry'd, 
Will you be kind? Will you indeed? 
My love —and fo ſhedy'd. 


—_— 1 * — 
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The Milking Pail. 


J. 
E nywphs and Givan gods, 

That love green fields and woods. 
W den ſpring newly born herſelf does adorn 
With flacers and blooming buds: 
Come fing in the praiſe, white flocks do gaz: 

On yonder plealant vale, 
Of thoſe that chogſe to milk their ewes, 
And in cold dews, with clouted ſhoes, 
To carry the * 


'You 


goddeſs of the morn, 
With bluthes you adorn, > 
And take the freſh air, whalſt linnets pre para 
A concert Ga each green thorn ; 


Mtn "A COLLECTION © 
The blackbird and thruſh, on every buſh, | 
And the charming nightingale, 


| In merry vein, their throats do rain, 
To entertain the jolly train 


ot thoſe of the milking-pail. 


—— 


III. 
When cold bleak winds do roar, 
| And flowers will ſpring no more, 
' The fields that were ſen ſo plealant and green, 
| With winter's all candied o'er. 
See how the town lafs looks with her white face, 
And her lips fo deadly pale 
But it is not ſo with thoſe that go 
'Thro' froſt and ſnow, with cheeks that glow, 
23 milking pail. = 
IV. S -1 
The miſs of courtly mold. | 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 


wich waſhes and paint her ſkin does to taiat, = 1 
| | _ She's wither'd before (he's old: | 
| While ſhe of commode puts on a cart · load. 1 
3 And with cuſhiens plumps her tail. 

= What joys are found in ruſhy gronnd, = 


Young, plump and round, nay,. iw2et and ſound, 

= - Of thoſe of the milking-pail. 

= "mT 

Yon girls of Venus game, 

That venture health and fame, 

In practiſing feats, with colds and heats, 

1 Make lovers grow blind and lame : 

Ik men were fo wiſe to value the prize 

4 Oft wares moſt fit for ſale, 

What ſtore of beaux would daub their diene, 

To ſave a noſe, by following thoſe 

Who carry the milking- pail ? 
VI. 

The country lad is free 

| From fears and jealouſie, 

Whillt upd the green he is often ſeen 

With his Lifs upon his kace ; 


And fwears ſhe'll never grow ſtale: 
But the London laſs, in every place, 
With brazen face de ſpiſes the graee 


Ax Do and his Cutty Gun. 
| I. 
LY TH, blyth, blyth was ſhe, 
| Blyth was ſhe butt and ben; 
And weil ſhe loo'd a Hawick pill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
She took me in, and fet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawing-free ; 
- But, cunning carling that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my —_ 
| 
We loo'd the liquor weil enough ; 
| But, waes my heart, my caſh was done, 


Before that I had quench'd my drowth, 
And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon. 


And the neiſt chappin new begun, 

In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 

Young Andro with his cutty gun. 

_ | | 

The carling brought her k<bbuck ben, 

With girdle-cakes, weil toaſted brown; 
Weil does the canny kimmer ken, 

They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 
We ca d the bicker aft about, 


Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun, 
And ay the cleaneſt drinker out T, 


. 
He ca d me ay his bouy thing, 
6 


When we had three times toom d our ſtoup. 


„** "EHO1CE so . Eu 6. 
W kiſſes mold fweet he doth her ſo wett. 


> 


I hae 


ll a 


n A coilecrion 


I hae been caſt, 1 hae been welt, 
l I hae been far ayont the fun; 1 
But the blytheſt had that cer 1 ia 4a 

Was Andro with his cutty gun. i 


1 


* 
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Jonny FA, the Gypſy Laddie. 


I. 

T. Lords gate, 
2228282 ſweetly; 

ſang ſae ſweet, and ſae very e 

2 — 


0 II. 

With a her maids before her ; 
As ſoon as they ſaw her well-far d face, 1 
| They cooſt the glammer o er her. 


4 T. 
| Forif dick and kin, and n' — 


a IV. 
nene wail made bed, 

And good Lord beſide me: 

This night F11 lie in a tenant's barn, 

V. 

Come to your bed, ſays Johny Paa, 
oh come to your bed, my deary ; 

For 1 vow and ſwear, by the hilt of my ſword, 
| That your lord ſhall une mair come near ye. 


| . wm 
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I'll make a hap to my Johoay Faa, | 
And VII] mak a hap to my deary, + 
And he's get a* the coat gaes round, 
And my Lord ſhall nae mair come near me} 
| VIII. 
And when our Lord ae 
And ſpeir'd for his fair lady. 
The tane ſhe cry d. and the tither reply'd, 
She's awa wi the gypſie laddie. 
IX. 
Gae addle to me the black black ſeed, 
Gae ſaddle and make him * 
Before that i owther eat or ſl: ep 
I'll gae ſeek out my fair ws. 
hs 
And we were fifteen we'l-made men, 
 Altho' we were na bony; 
And we were a' put dewn {or ane, 
A fair young wanton lady. 
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Cd CHrron. 
* 


LD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles, 


PI tell thee, young gentleman, what the fates 


will is: 
You, my boy, mult go 
( The gods will have it fo) 
To the ſiege of Troy; 
Thence never to return to Greece 3 
But before thoſe walls to be ſlain. 


II. 
2 be caſt down, 
But all the while you ly before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry : 
. 
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A hundred Years hence. 


: i. 1 
3 * dance, joke, ads | 


With claret, canary, theorboe, and voice: 
The changeable world to our joys is unjuſt, Tho' 
And all pleafure's ended when we are in duſt. | nel 
In mirth let us ſpend our ſpare honors and our pence, | 
For we ſhall be paſt it a hundred years hence. 
II. 


The butterfly · courtier, the pageant of ſtate, | — 

That mouſe trap of honour, and may- game of fate; Þ 

/ For all his ambition, his freaks acd his tricks, | BY 1 
Hie muſt die like a bumpkin, and fall into Styx: 4 


His plot againſt death's but a ſlender pretence, | 
Who'd take his place from him a hundred years hence! 


HI. 
The beautiful bride, who with gat lands is ooh 
And kills with each glance as ſhe treads on the 
Her glittering dreſs does caſt ſuch a ſplendor, 

As if none were fit but the ſtars to attend her; 
Altho* ſhe is pleafant, and fweet to the tenſe, 
She'll be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence. 

| IV. 1 
The right-hearted ſoldier, who's a ſtranger to fear, | T. 

Calls up all his ſpirits when danger is near; | 
He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 
And hardily thinks it will ever remain; 

"But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 

To flouriſh his ſtandard a hundred years hence. 


V. 0 
FBR ; 

Not doubting to graſp what the Indies contain, | 
8 He buszes and buſtles like a bee in the ſpring, * 
- + Yet knows not what harveſt the autumn will bring: bt 
5 Tho fortune's great queen ſhould load him with pence, 
.. 
. | 
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id . dees lte 
W A ſuit which the client does wear ont in flavery, | 
F Whilſt the pleader makes conſcience 2 cloak for his 
baavery; 
Tho” he b-»4\ts of his canning, and brags of his ſenſe, 
| He'll be zen e inventus a nundred years hence. . 
VII. 
The piuſh coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge, 
- | Kills people by licence, and at their n charges 
8 He builds up fair ſtructures with ill gotten wealth, = 
* | By che dregs of a piſs-pot, and the ruins of health 
I By the treaſures of health he pretends to diipenſe, 
| He'll be turn d into mu, a hundred years hence. 
5 The meagre-chopp'd us'rer, who in hundreds gets 
1 twenty, 
rd. But farves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty; 
aß Lays up for a ſeaſon he never will ſee, . __ 
The year of one thouſand eight hundred and three: a 
He mult change all his houſes, his lands, and his rents, 8 
Fer a worm-eaten coffin a hundred years hence. 
N IX. 
Tbe learned divine, with all his 
„ To knowledge ſuperior and heavenly manſions; 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, 
Yet expects that his bleſſing be receiv'd as a favour, 
Tho' he talks of the ſpirit and bewilders our ſenſe, 
+ Enows not what will come of him a hundred years 
1 he 
£ X. | 
= n himſelf, who fo loftily ſings, 
4 And ſcorns any fubje& but heroes or kings, 
Mult to the capricis of fortune ſubmit, 
Og fn tins Ge LAS 


& Kal all cos 10 nothing a boa ears hence 
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"5 ACOLLECTION 
Why ſhould we turmoil then in cares and in fear, 
By converting our joys into fighs and to tears? 
Since pleafures abound, let us ever be taſting, 
And to drive away forrow while vigour is laſting, 
We'll kifs the briſk damfels, that we may from thence 
E onde + "== 
| IL. 1 


TD 


The true-hearted maſou, who acts on the ſquare, F _ 
And hves within compaſs by rules that are fair; | Ti 

W bilit honovr and conſcicuce approve all his deeds, T 
As virtue and prudence dire ct he proceeds, 1 

® With triendſbip and love. diſcretion and ſenſe, 11 


Leaves a pattern for brothers a hundred years hence, | 


— - — — * 
The Worth of Mine. | 
| Tune, —/.cr be jovial. 
vw þ Is wine that clears the underſtanding, 
Makes men learn'd withoutten books: 7 


It firs the general tor commanden 
Ard ges joldiers fie cer looks, 
With a %, la, la, la, &c. 

Te * 
Tis wine that gives a lie i lovers, 
Heig hieaus beauties ;f the fair; , 

Truth from f theod t d (covers. 

Quickens joys, and conquers care. 
With a ja, &c. 
III. 


Wine will ſet our ſouls ou fire, 

Fit us for all glorious things ; 
When rais'd by Bachus we atpire | 
4 At flights beyond the reach of kings. 
Vu fa, &. 
| IV. 


Bring in bony magnum plenty, 

None to flinch uli they be empty, 

Ac fal ity toads gone round. 
With fa, la, ba, la, &c. 


4 


- 
c | 


An Old Catch. 
OW God be wi' old Symen, 


And a good old man was he ; 
And jenkin was his journeyman, 
And be cou'd tipple of ev'ry can; 
And thus he faid to me : 
To whom drink you, Sir Knave ? 
Turn the timber like the lave: 
| Ho! jolly Jenkin, 
I ſpy a knave in drinking; 
— ALF S. 
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For he made canns to many a one. 


Maſon's Song. 


Tune, Leave off your fooliſh prating. 


WE have no idle pratiag, 
Of either Whig or Tory; 
But each agrees 
To hve at caſe, 
And ſing, or tell a ſtory. 
CHORUS, 
Fill ts Him to the brim ; 
Let it round the table roll ; 
The divine tells you, wine 
Chears the body and the foul. 
II. 
We will be men of pleaſure, 


pride or party; 
Whil& knaves and fools 
Preſcribe us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty. 
Fill to him, &c. 
| 1 
If any are fo fooliſh 


4 | 2 To whine for courtier's favour, 
. | Z 4 


4 . © - 
\ «5k 
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| If conſcience had the 


„ A COLLECTION. 


We'll bind him o'er 
To drink no more, 


* 


"Fill he has 2 better favour. 


ern 
IV. 


A acces maſon 


Should talk ot high or low church, 
We'll ſet im down 
A ſhallow clown, 

And underſtanding no caurch. 


Fill is him, &c. 


v. 
nn 


About us they con jecture 3 


A forg in drink 
2 — 


© Fill to ham, &c. 


Then, landlord, bring a hogſhead, 


pad in the corner place it; 


Till it rebound 
Wich holy ſound, 


88 


Fill ta him, &c. 


24 


Follow your Leader. 


E manners of the great affect; 
Stint not your pleaſure : 


How got they treafure ? 


be more in debt. run in debt the more, 


Careleſs who is undone ; 
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The Cobler's Megits. = 


Tune, —Charming Sally. 


Orr 
The cobler's paſt contending, 
is like in time to prove the beſt, 
Which every day is mending. 

How great his praiſe, who can amend | 4 

The foals of all his neighbours, A 

1 Nor is nnmindful of his end, | 
0 But to his lalt he labours! 


-Y The Fickle Fix'd. 4: 


M love was fickle once and changing, 
| Nor e er would ſettle in my heart; | | 
From beauty Rill ro beauty ranging, 1 
In ev'ry place 1 found 4 dart. e 1 
II. = 
Tas firſt a charming ſhape enſlav'd me, > * A 
An eye that gave the fatal ſtroke, 5 
Till by her wit Corinna fav'd me, | 8 
And all my former fetters broke. ; 1 
But now a long and laſting anguiſh . on. 
Foc Belvidera | endure; — = 
Hourly i gh, and hourly lapgu-ih ; : © , = 9 
| IV. _— 
* ms here the falſe unconflant lover, as 
1 After a thouſand beauties fhown, + 
Does new ſur priſi ig charms dilcaver, 8 
And finds variety in one. | 
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SCOTS WORDS. 


Birks, birch. 

Bigg, build. 

Bi Iy, brother. 

Binging, becking, bending, 

Nate, — 

Blaw, blow. 

Bleeze, blaze. | 

Blink, glance of the eye. 

Bluitter, blunder. 

Bode, predict. id. price. 

Bodin, flored. 

Bot or butt, without. 
Bouatith, 2 gratuity. 
Bowt, @ bolt. 

Brochen, @ ſort of broth. 
, Brae, ring ground. 
Brankit, primm'd up. 
Braid, broad. 
Brandir, @ gridiron. 
Braw, finely dreſſed. 
Broach, à buckl:. | 
Brack, broken parts, or 
refuſe. 
Brow, the forchead. 
Bruik, to love or enjoy. 
Bught, ſhe ep-fe old. 
Burniſt, poli/hed. 


Burn, à rivalet. 
Boſk, 10 dect. - 
55 But and ben, be out and 


be in. 


LET 5 
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C0. 


gie, chearful.. 

Cut, . 10. cba. 

Canna, cannot. 

Canker d, angry. 

Canny, cautious, lucky. 

Carlings, ald women, id. 
boiled peaſe 

Cauld, cold. | 

Caller, cool, freſh. 

Cawk, chalk. 

_ 8. ſailing or imperſec- 


8 4 als. 

Clacs, cloaths. 

_ Claſhes, tuitle tattle. 
Clock, a beetle. 

Cockernony, the hair 
bound 

— 22 e. 


a _ diſh. 

a blackhead. 

Coots, j«ints of the ankle. 

Courchea, ar curtches, 4 
handkerchief. 

Crack, ts boaſt, 

Creel, beſket or hamper, 

Crocks, lean /heep. 

Croft, corn land. 

Cronts, brisk, . 


= 


— 


Dight, 4 wipe. 


Dinna, do net. 


Ding, beat. 
Dool, trouble. 


Doſend, frozen, cold. 
Dorty, haughty. f 


Dow, can, 1d. dove, 
Downa, cannst. 


Dowf, ſpivitleſs. 
Doughina, could not. 


Dowy, Weary, lonely. | 


— to Jpeak flow. 
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Gleed, ſquinting... ls. 4 
Glen, @ hollow betwees 
bills. 
Glowr, ts flare. 
Gowk, the cackow. id. a 
” Fr 
Gowping bendful. 
Graip, #2 grebe. id. a tri- 
dent fark for dung. 
Graith, accoutrements, -_- 
Grots, Rinn2d cats. "A 
Gutcaer, grandfather. 
1 * 


A”, 

H Hae, _ 

Ha'f, half. 

Hagies, a boiled pudding. 
made of a ſheep's pluck, 
minced with ſewet. 

Halucket, light-heaved, 
whimſical. 

Hate, whsle. 

Haly, holy. = 

Hame, bome. 1 

Hames, and brechoms, 
wore about the neck of 4 
cart- horſe. 

Hawſe, embrace. 

Heeſe, t lift. I 

Hecht, promiſed. . = 

Hengh, any. ſtecp place. 1 

Hoddle, e waddle = {F* 


xk, aveary or tired. 
Irie, afraid of 2 N 


Ie, J ball. 4 
 Ither, other. 


K. 

Ki. or cairn, heaps of 
monumental flanes. 
Kail, colerworts. id. broth. 
K AI 

0 k, cheeſe. 
Keek, peep. 
Ken, row. 
Kepp, ts catch, 
Kilted, tucked up. 
— * churn 
Limmer. 4. ſhe-gofip. 
Kirtle, . petticoat. 


| | ba; N. 5 4 
"IR | — i 
F., zoe, Riggs, ridger. 


